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CHAPTER I 

A CHANCE MEETING 

'T'HE landlord, the lady, and Mr. Chailes Wogan were all 
^ three, it seemed, in luck’s way on that September morn- 
ing of the year 1719. W ogan was not surprised ; his luck for 
the moment was altogether in ; so that even when his horse 
stumbled and went lame at a desolate part of the road 
from Florence to Bologna he had no doubt but that some- 
how fortune would serve him. His horse stepped gingerly 
on for a few yards, stopped, and looked round at his master. 
Wogan and his horse were on the best of terms. c Is it so 
bad as that?’ said he, and dismounting he gently felt the 
strained leg. Then he took the bridle in his hand and 
walked forward, whistling as he walked. 

Yet the place and the hour were most unlikely to give 
him succour. It was early morning, and he walked across 
an empty basin of the hills. The sun was not visible, 
though the upper air was golden and the green peaks of 
the hills rosy. The basin itself was filled with a broad un- 
coloured light, and lay naked to it and extraordinarily still. 
There were as yet no shadows, the road rose and dipped 
across low ridges of turf a riband of dead and unillumined 
white, and the grass at any distance from the road had the 
darkness of peat. He led his horse forward for perhaps % 
A 
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mile, and then turning a corner by a knot of trees came 
unexpectedly upon a wayside inn. In front of the inn 
stood a travelling carriage with its team of horses. The 
backs of the horses smoked and the candles of the lamps 
were still burning in the broad daylight. Mr. Wogan 
quickened his pace. He would beg a seat on the box as 
far as the next posting stage. Fortune had served him. 
As he drew near he heard from the interior of the inn a 
woman’s voice, not unmusical so much as shrill with im- 
patience, which perpetually commanded and protested. 
As he drew nearer he heard a man’s voice obsequiously 
answering the protests, and as the sound of his footsteps 
rang in front of the inn both voices immediately stopped. 
The door was flung hastily open and the landlord and the 
lady ran out on to the road. 

4 Sir,’ said the lady in Italian, 4 I need a postillion.’ 

To Wogan’s thinking she needed much more than a 
postillion. She needed certainly a retinue of servants. 
He was not quite sure that she did not need a nurse, for 
she was a creature of an exquisite fragility with the pouting 
face of a child, and the childishness was exaggerated by a 
great muslin bow she wore at her throat. Her pale hair, 
where it showed beneath her hood, was fine as silk and as 
glossy ; her eyes had the colour of an Italian sky at noon, 
and her cheeks the delicate tinge of a carnation. The 
many laces and ribbons knotted about her dress in a 
manner most mysterious to Wogan added to her gossamer 
appearance ; and in a word she seemed to him something 
too flowerlike for the world’s rough usage. 

4 1 must have a postillion,’ she continued. 

‘Presently, madam,’ said the landlord, smiling with all a 
Tuscan peasant’s desire to please. 4 In a minute. In less 
than a minute.’ 
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He looked complacently about him as though at any 
moment now a crop of postillions might be expected to 
flower by the roadside. The lady turned from him with a 
stamp of the foot and saw that Wogan was curiously re- 
garding the equipment of her carriage. A boy stood at 
the horses' heads, but his dress and sleepy face showed that 
he had not been half an hour out of bed, and there was 
no one else. Wogan was wondering how in the world she 
had travelled as far as this inn. The lady explained. 

‘ The postillion who drove me from Florence was drunk 
— oh, but drunk! He rolled off his horse just here, 
opposite the door. See, I beat him , 3 and she raised the 
beribboned handle of a toy-like cane. ‘ But it was no use. 
I broke my cane over his back, but he would not get up. 
He crawled into the passage where he lies . 3 

Wogan had some ado not to smile. Neither the cane 
nor the hand which wielded it would be likely to interfere 
even with a sober man's slumbers. 

c And I must reach Bologna to-day , 3 she cried, in an ex- 
treme agitation. ‘ It is of the last importance . 3 

‘ Fortune is kind to us both, madam , 3 said Wogan with a 
bow. ‘My horse is lamed as you see. I will be your 
charioteer, for I, too, am in a desperate hurry to reach 
Bologna . 3 

Immediately the lady drew back. 

* Oh ! 3 she said, with a start, looking at Wogan. 

Wogan looked at her. 

‘ Ah ! 3 said he thoughtfully. 

They eyed each other for a moment, each silently 
speculating what the other was doing alone at this hour 
and in such a haste to reach Bologna. 

‘You are English ? 3 she said, with a great deal of uncon- 
cern, and she asked in English. That she was English 



4 


CLEMENTINA 


Wogan already knew from her accent. His Italian, how- 
ever, was more than passable, and he was a wary man by 
nature as well as by some ten years’ training in a service 
where wariness was the first need, though it was seldom 
acquired. He could have answered, ‘No’ quite truthfully, 
being Irish. He preferred to answer her in Italian as 
though he had not understood. 

‘ I beg your pardon. Yes, I will drive you to Bologna if 
the landlord will swear to look after my horse.’ And he 
was very precise in his directions. 

The landlord swore very readily. His anxiety to be rid 
of his vociferous guest and to get back to bed was extreme. 
Wogan climbed into the postillion’s saddle, describing the 
while such remedies as he desired to be applied to the 
sprained leg. 

c The horse is a favourite ? ’ asked the lady. 

‘ Madam,’ said Wogan with a laugh, ‘ I would not lose 
that horse for all the world, for the woman I shall marry 
will ride on it into my city of dreams.’ 

The lady stared, as she well might. She hesitated with 
her foot upon the step. 

£ Is he sober?’ she asked of the landlord. 

‘Madam,’ said the landlord unabashed, ‘in this district 
he is nicknamed the water-drinker.’ 

‘ You know him then ? He is Italian ? ’ 

‘ He is more. He is of Tuscany.’ 

The landlord had never seen Wogan in his life before, 
but the lady seemed to wish some assurance on the point, 
so he gave it. He shut the carriage door and Wogan 
cracked his whip. 

The postillion’s desires were of a piece with the lady’s. 
They raced across the valley, and as they climbed the 
slope beyond, the sun came over the crests. One moment 



A CHANCE MEETING 


5 


the dew upon the grass was like raindiops, the next it 
shone like polished jewels. The postillion shouted a 
welcome to the sun, and the lady proceeded to breakfast 
in her carriage. Wogan had to snatch a meal as best he 
could while the horses were changed at the posting stage. 
The lady would not wait, and Wogan for his part was used 
to a light fare. He drove into Bologna that afternoon. 

The lady put her head from the window and called out 
the name of a street. Her postillion, however, paid no 
heed ; he seemed suddenly to have grown deaf ; he whipped 
up his horses, shouted encouragements to them and 
warnings to the pedestrians on the roads. The carriage 
rocked round corners and bounced over the uneven stones. 
Wogan had clean forgotten the fragility of the traveller 
within. He saw men going busily about, talking in groups 
and standing alone, and all with consternation upon their 
faces. The quiet streets were alive with them. Something 
had happened that day in Bologna — some catastrophe. Or 
news had come that day — bad news. Wogan did not stop 
to inquire. He drove at a gallop straight to a long white 
house which fronted the street. The green latticed shutters 
were closed against the sun, but there were servants about 
the doorway, and in their aspect, too, there was something 
of disorder. Wogan called to one of them, jumped down 
from his saddle, and ran through the open doorway into 
a great hall with frescoed walls all ruined by neglect At 
the back of the hall a marble staircase, guarded by a pair 
of marble lions, ran up to a landing and divided. Wogan 
set foot on the staircase and heard an exclamation of 
surprise. He looked up. A burly, good-humoured man 
in the gay embroideries of a courtier was descending 
towards him. 

* You ? ’ cried the courtier, * Already ? ’ and then laughed. 
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He was the only man whom Wogan had seen laugh since 
he had driven into Bologna, and he drew a great breath 
of hope. 

‘Then nothing has happened, Whittington? There is 
no bad news ? * 

‘ There is news so bad, my friend, that you might have 
jogged here on a mule and still have lost no time. Your 
hurry is clean wasted,’ answered Whittington. 

Wogan ran past him up the stairs, and so left the hall 
and the open doorway clear. Whittington looked now 
straight through the doorway and saw the carriage, and the 
lady on the point of stepping down on to the kerb. His 
face assumed a look of extreme surprise. Then he glanced 
up the staircase after Wogan and laughed as though the 
conjunction of the lady and Mr. Wogan was a rare piece 
of amusement. Mr. Wogan did not hear the laugh, but 
the lady did. She raised her head, and at the same 
moment the courtier came across the hall to meet her. As 
soon as he had come close, ‘ Harry/ said she, and gave 
him her hand. 

He bent over it and kissed it, and there was more than 
courtesy in the warmth of the kiss. 

‘But I’m glad you’ve come. I did not look for you 
for another week/ he said in a low voice. He did not, 
however, offer to help her to alight. 

‘This is your lodging?’ she asked. 

‘No/ said he, ‘the King’s’; and the woman shrank 
suddenly back amongst her cushions. In a moment, how- 
ever, her face was again at the door. 

‘Then who was he — my postillion ? ’ 

‘Your postillion?’ asked Whittington, glancing at the 
servant who held the horses. 

‘Yes, the tall man who looked as if he should have been 
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a scholar and had twisted himself all awry into a soldier. 
You must have passed him in the hall.’ 

Whittington stared at her. Then he burst again into a 
laugh. 

‘Your postillion, was he? That’s the oddest thing,’ 
and he lowered his voice. ‘Your postillion was Mr. 
Charles Wogan, who comes from Rome post haste with 
the Pope’s procuration for the marriage. You have 
helped him on his way, it seems. Here ? s a good begin- 
ning, to be sure.’ 

The lady uttered a little cry of anger, and her face 
hardened out of all its softness. She clenched her fists 
viciously, and her blue eyes grew cold and dangerous as 
steel. At this moment she hardly looked the delicate 
flower she had appeared to Wogan’s fancy. 

‘But you need not blame yourself/ said Whittington, 
and he lowered his head to a level with hers. ‘ All the 
procurations in Christendom will not marry James Stuart 
to Clementina Sobieska/ 

* She has not come, then ? ’ 

‘ No, nor will she come. There is news to-day. Lean 
back from the window and I will tell you. She has been 
arrested at Innspruck.’ 

The lady could not repress a crow of delight. 

‘Hush,’ said Whittington. Then he withdrew his head 
and resumed, in his ordinary voice, * I have hired a house 
for your ladyship, which I trust will be found convenient. 
My servant will drive you thither.’ 

He summoned his servant from the group of footmen 
about the entrance, gave him his orders, bowed to the 
ground, and twisting his cane sauntered idly down the 
street. 
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CHAPTER II 

BAD NEWS 

\ A /OGAN mounted the stairs, not daring to speculate 
^ * upon the nature of the bad news. But his face was 
pale beneath its sunburn, and his hand trembled on the 
balustrade; for he knew — in his heart he knew. There 
*could be only one piece of news which would make his 
haste or tardiness matters of no account. 

Both branches of the stairs ran up to a common landing, 
and in the wall facing him, midway between the two 
stairheads, was a great door of tulip wood. An usher 
stood by the door, and at Wogan’s approach opened it. 
Wogan, however, signed to him to be silent. He wished 
to hear, not to speak, and so he slipped into the room 
unannounced. The door was closed silently behind him, 
and at once he was surprised by the remarkable silence, 
it seemed almost a cessation of life, in a room which was 
quite full. Wherever the broad bars of sunshine fell, as 
they slanted dusty with motes through the open lattices 
of the shutters, they striped a woman's dress or a man's 
velvet coat. Yet if any one shuffled a foot or allowed a 
petticoat to rustle that person glanced on each side guiltily. 
A group of people were gathered in front of the door- 
way. Their backs were towards Wogan, and they were 
looking towards the centre of the room. Wogan raised 



BAD NEWS 


9 


himself on his toes and looked that way too. Having 
looked he sank down again, aware at once that he had 
travelled of late a long way in a little time, and that he 
was intolerably tired. For that one glance was enough to 
deprive him of his last possibility of doubt. He had seen 
the Chevalier de St. George, his King, sitting apart in a 
little open space, and over against him a short squarish 
man, dusty as Wogan himself, who stood and sullenly 
waited. It was Sir John Hay, the man who had been sent 
to fetch the Princess Clementina privately to Bologna, and 
here he now was back at Bologna, and alone. 

Wogan had counted much upon this marriage, more 
indeed than any of his comrades. It was to be the first 
step of the pedestal in the building up of a throne. It 
was to establish in Europe a party for James Stuart as 
strong as the party of Hanover. But so much was known 
to every one in that room ; to Wogan the marriage meant 
more. For even while he found himself muttering over 
and over with dry lips, as white and exhausted he leaned 
against the door, Clementina’s qualifications — ‘Daughter 
of the King of Poland, cousin to the Emperor and to the 
King of Portugal, niece to the Electors of Treves, Bavaria, 
and Palatine ’ — the image of the girl herself rose up before 
his eyes and struck her titles from his thoughts. She was 
the chosen woman, chosen by him out of all Europe — and 
lost by John Hay ! 

He remembered very clearly at that moment his first 
meeting with her. Charged with his strange mission to 
select a fitting wife for his King, he had vainly travelled 
from court to court, and had come at last to the palace 
at Ohlau in Silesia. It was in the dusk of the evening, 
and as he was ushered into the great stone hall, hung 
about and carpeted with barbaric skins, he had seen, 
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standing by the blazing wood fire in the huge chimney, a 
girl in a riding - dress. She raised her head and the 
firelight struck upwards on her face, adding a warmth to 
its bright colours and a dancing light to the depths of 
her dark eyes. Her hair was drawn backwards from her 
forehead and the frank sweet face revealed to him from the 
broad forehead to the rounded chin told him that here 
was one who joined to a royal dignity the simple nature of 
a peasant girl who works in the fields and knows more 
of animals than of mankind. Wogan was back again in 
that stone hall when the voice of the Chevalier with its 
strong French accent broke in upon his vision. 

‘Well, we will hear the story. Well, you left Ohlau 
with the Princess and her mother and a mile-long train of 
servants, in spite of my commands of secrecy . 7 

There was more anger and less despondency than was 
often heard in his voice. Wogan raised himself again on 
tiptoes and noticed that the Chevalier’s face was flushed, 
and his eyes bright with wrath. 

‘Sir/ pleaded Hay, ‘the Princess’s mother would not 
abate a man . 7 

‘ Well, you reached Ratisbon. And there ? 7 

‘There the English Minister came forward from the 
town to flout us with an address of welcome in which he 
used not our incognitos but our true names . 7 

‘ From Ratisbon then no doubt you hurried ? Since you 
were discovered you shed your retinue and hurried ? 7 

‘Sir, we hurried— to Augsburg/ faltered Hay. He 
stopped, and then in a burst of desperation he said, ‘ At 
Augsburg we stayed eight days/ 

‘Eight days ? 7 

There was a stir throughout the room \ a murmur began 
and ceased. Wogan wiped his forehead and crushed his 
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handkerchief into a hard ball in his palm. It seemed to him 
that here in this room he could seethe Princess Clementina’s 
face flushed with the humiliation of that loitering. 

£ And why eight days in Augsburg ? 5 

‘The Princess’s mother would have her jewels reset. 
Augsburg is famous for its jewellers,’ stammered Hay. 

The murmur rose again; it became almost a cry of 
stupefaction. The Chevalier sprang from his chair. ‘ Her 
jewels reset ! ’ he said. He repeated the words in bewilder- 
ment. * Her jewels reset ! ’ Then he dropped again into 
his seat. 

‘I lose a wife, gentlemen, and very likely a kingdom 
too, so that a lady may have her jewels reset at Augsburg, 
where to be sure there are famous jewellers.’ 

His glance wandering in a dazed way about the room 
settled again on Hay. He stamped his foot on the ground 
in a feverish irritation. 

‘And those eight days gave just the time for a courier 
from the Emperor at Vienna to pass you on the road and 
not press his horse. One should be glad of that. It 
would have been a pity had the courier killed his horse. 
Oh, I can fashion the rest of the story for myself. You 
trailed on to Innspruck, where the Governor marched out 
with a troop and herded you in. They let you go, 
however. No doubt they bade you hurry back to me.’ 

‘Sir, I did hurry,’ said Hay, who was now in a pitiable 
confusion. ‘ I travelled hither without rest’ 

The anger waned in the Chevalier’s eyes as he heard 
the plea, and a great dejection crept over his face. 

‘Yes, you would do that/ said he. ‘That would be the 
time for you to hurry with a pigeon’s swiftness so that your 
King might taste his bitter news not a minute later than 
need be. And what said she upon her arrest? ’ 



12 CLEMENTINA 

‘The Princess’s mother?’ asked Hay, barely aware of 
what he said. 

‘No. Her Highness, the Princess Clementina. What 
said she ? ’ 

‘Sir, she covered her face with her hands for perhaps 
the space of a minute. Then she leaned forward to the 
Governor, who stood by her carriage, and cried, “Shut 
four walls about me quick ! I could sink into the earth 
for shame.” ’ 

Wogan in those words heard her voice as clearly as he 
saw her face and the dry lips between which the voice 
passed. He had it in his heart to cry aloud, to send the 
words ringing through that hushed room, ‘ She would have 
tramped here barefoot had she had one guide with a spirit 
to match hers.’ For a moment he almost fancied that he 
had spoken them, and that he heard the echo of his voice 
vibrating down to silence. But he had not, and as he 
realised that he had not a new thought occurred to him. 
No one had remarked his entrance into the room. The 
group in front still stood with their backs towards him. 
Since his entrance no one had remarked his presence. At 
once he turned and opened the door so gently that there 
was not so much as a click of the latch. He opened it 
just wide enough for himself to slip through, and he closed 
it behind him with the same caution. On the landing 
there was only the usher. Wogan looked over the balus- 
trade ; there was no one in the hall below, 

‘You can keep a silent tongue,’ he said to the usher. 
‘There’s profit in it’; and Wogan put his hand into his 
pocket. ‘You have not seen me if any ask.’ 

‘Sir,’ said the man, ‘any bright object disturbs my 
vision.’ 

‘You can see a crown, though,’ said Wogan. 
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‘Through a breeches pocket. But if I held it in my 
hand 5 

‘ It would dazzle you.’ 

‘ So much that I should be blind to the giver.’ 

The crown was offered and taken. 

Wogan went quietly down the stairs into the hall. There 
were a few lackeys at the door, but they would not concern 
themselves at all because Mr. Wogan had returned to 
Bologna. He looked carefully out into the street, chose 
a moment when it was empty, and hurried across it. He 
dived into the first dark alley that he came to, and 
following the wynds and byways of the town made his 
way quickly to his lodging. He had the key to his door 
in his pocket, and he now kept it ready in his hand. 
From the shelter of a corner he watched again till the 
load was clear; he even examined the windows of the 
neighbouiing houses lest somewhere a pair of eyes might 
happen to be alert. Then he made a run for his door, 
opened it without noise, and crept secretly as a thief 
up the stairs to his rooms, where he had the good fortune 
to find his servant. Wogan had no need to sign to him 
to be silent. The man was a veteran corporal of French 
Guaids who after many seasons of campaigning in Spain 
and the Low Countries had now for five years served 
Mr. Wogan. He looked at his master and without a word 
hurried off to make his master’s bed. 

Wogan sat down and went carefully over in his mind 
every minute of the time since he had entered Bologna. 
No one had noticed him when he rode in as the lady’s 
postillion — no one. He was sure of that. The lady 
heiself did not know him from Adam, and fancied him an 
Italian into the bargain— of that, too, he had no doubt. 
The handful of lackeys at the door of the King’s house 



14 


CLEMENTINA 


need not be taken into account. They might gossip 
among themselves, but Wogan’s appearances and disap- 
pearances were so ordinary a matter even that was unlikely. 
The usher’s silence he had already secured There was 
only one acquaintance who had met and spoken with 
him, and that by the best of good foitune was Hairy 
Whittington, the idler who took his banishment and his 
King’s misfortunes with an equally light heart, and gave 
never a thought at all to anything weightier than a 
gamecock. 

Wogan’s spirits revived. He had not yet come to the 
end of his luck. He sat down and wrote a short letter 
and sealed it up. 

e Marnier,’ he called out in a low voice, and his servant 
came from the adjoining room, ‘ take this to Mr. Edgar, 
the King’s secretary, as soon as it grows dusk. Have a 
care that no one sees you deliver it. Give it into his 
own hands. Lock the parlour door w r hen you go and take 
the key. I am not yet back from Rome.’ With that 
Wogan remembered that he had not slept for forty-eight 
hours. Within two minutes he was between the sheets ; 
within five he was asleep. 


* 
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CHAPTER III 

WO GAN MAKES A PROPOSAL 

WI OGAN waked up in the dark and was seized with a 
v v fear that he had slept too long. He jumped out 
of bed and pushed open the door of his parlour. There 
was a lighted lamp in the room, and Marnier was quietly- 
laying his master’s supper. 

* At what hour ? ’ asked Wogan. 

‘Ten o’clock, monsieur, at the little postern in the 
garden wall.’ 

* And the time now ? ’ 

‘Nine.’ 

Wogan dressed with some ceremony, supped, and at 
eight minutes to ten slipped down the stairs and out of 
doors. He had crushed his hat down upon his forehead 
and he carried his handkerchief at his face. But the streets 
were dark and few people were abroad. At a little dis- 
tance to his left he saw above the housetops a glow of 
light in the air which marked the Opera House. Wogan 
avoided it ; he kept again to the alleys and emerged before 
the Chevalier’s lodging. This he passed, but a hundred 
yards farther on he turned down a side street and doubled 
back upon his steps along a little byway between small 
houses. The line of houses, however, at one point was 
broken by a garden wall. Under this wall Wogan waited 
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until a clock struck ten, and while the clock was still 
striking he heard on the other side of the wall the brushing 
of footsteps amongst leaves and grass. Wogan tapped 
gently on a little door in the wall. It was opened no 
less gently, and Edgar the secretaiy admitted him, led 
him across the garden and up a narrow flight of stairs 
into a small lighted cabinet. Two men were waiting in 
that room. One of them wore the scarlet robe, an old 
man with white hair and a broad bucolic face, whom 
Wogan knew for the Pope’s Legate, Cardinal Origo. The 
slender figure of the other, clad all in black but for the 
blue ribbon of the Garter across his breast, brought Wogan 
to his knee. 

Wogan held out the Pope’s procuration to the Chevalier, 
who took it and devoutly kissed the signature. Then he 
gave his hand to Wogan with a smile of friendliness. 

‘You have outsped your time by two days, Mr. Wogan. 
That is unwise, since it may lead us to expect again the 
impossible of you. But heie, alas, your speed for once 
brings us no profit. You have heard, no doubt. Her 
Highness the Princess Clementina is held at Innspruek 
in prison.’ 

Wogan rose to his feet. 

‘Prisons, sir,’ he said quietly, ‘have been broken before 
to-day. I myself was once put to that necessity.’ The 
words took the Chevalier completely by surprise. He 
leaned back in his chair and stared at Wogan. 

‘An army could not rescue her,’ he said. 

‘ No, but one man might.’ 

* You ? ’ he exclaimed. He pressed down the shade of 
the lamp to throw the light fully upon Wogan’s face. ‘ It 
is impossible I ’ 

‘ Then I beg your Majesty to expect the impossible again*’ 
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The Chevalier chew his hand across his eyes and stared 
afresh at Wogan. The audacity of the exploit and the 
imperturbable manner of its proposal caught his breath 
away. He rose from his chair and took a turn or two 
across the room. 

Wogan watched his every gestuie. It would be difficult 
he knew to wring the permission he needed from his 
dejected master, and his unruffled demeanour was a cal- 
culated means of persuasion. An air of confidence was 
the first requisite. In reality, however, Wogan was not 
troubled at this moment by any thought of failure. It 
was not that he had any plan in his head, but he was 
fired with a conviction that somehow this chosen woman 
was not to be wasted, that some day, released by some 
means in spite of all the pressure English Ministers could 
bring upon the Emperor, she would come riding into 
Bologna. 

The Chevalier paused in his walk and looked towards 
the cardinal. 

4 What does your Eminence say ? 7 

4 That to the old the impulsiveness of youth is eternally 
charming/ said the cardinal, with a foppish delicacy of 
speaking in an odd contrast to his person. 

Mr. Wogan understood that he had a second antagonist. 

4 1 am not a youth, your Eminence/ he exclaimed with 
all the indignation of twenty-seven years. 4 1 am a man.’ 

4 But an Irishman, and that spells youth at any age. 
You write poetry too I believe, Mr. Wogan. It is a heady 
practice. 7 

Wogan made no answer though the words stung. An 
argument with the cardinal would be sure to ruin his 
chance of obtaining the Chevalier’s consent. He merely 
bowed to the cardinal and waited for the Chevalier to speak. 
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‘Look you, Mr. Wogan; while the Emperor’s at war 
with Spain, while England’s fleet could strip him of Sicily, 
he ’s England’s henchman. He dare not let the Princess 
go. We know it. General Heister, the Governor of 
Innspruck, is under pain of death to hold her safe.’ 

‘ But, sir, would the world stop if General Heister died ? ’ 

‘A German scaffold if you fail.’ 

* In the matter of scaffolds I have no leaning towards 
any one nationality.’ 

The cardinal smiled. He liked a man of spirit though 
he might think him absurd. The Chevalier resumed his 
restless pacing to and fro. 

‘ It is impossible.’ 

But he seemed to utter the phrase with less decision 
this second time. Wogan pressed his advantage at the 
expense of his modesty. 

‘ Sir, will you allow me to tell you a story — a story of 
an impossible escape from Newgate in the heart of London 
by a man in fetters? There were nine grenadiers with 
loaded muskets standing over him. There were two 
courtyards to cross, two walls to climb, and beyond the 
walls the unfriendly streets. The man hoodwinked his 
sentries, climbed his two walls, crossed the unfriendly 
streets and took refuge in a cellar, where he was dis- 
covered. From the cellar in broad daylight he fought 
his way to the roofs, and on the roofs he played such 

a game of hide-and-seek among the chimney-tops ’ 

Wogan broke off from his story with a clear thrill of 
laughter ; it was a laugh of enjoyment at a pleasing recol- 
lection. Then he suddenly flung himself down on his 
knee at the feet of his Sovereign. * Give me leave, your 
Majesty,’ he cried passionately. ‘Let me go upon this 
errand. If I fail, if the scaffold’s dressed for me, why, 



WOGAN MAKES A PROPOSAL 19 

where’s the harm? Your Majesty loses one servant out 
of his many. Whereas if I win,’ and he drew a long 
breath. ‘ Ay, and I shall win ! There ’s the Princess, 
too, a prisoner. Sir, she has ventured much. I beg you 
give me leave.’ 

The Chevalier laid his hand gently upon Wogan’s 
shoulder, but he did not assent. He looked again doubt- 
fully to the cardinal, who said with his pleasant smile, 
‘I will wager Mr. Wogan a box at the Opera, on the first 
night that he returns, that he will return empty-handed.’ 

Wogan rose to his feet and replied good-humouredly, 
* It ’s a wager I take the more readily in that your Emi- 
nence cannot win, though you may lose. For if I return 
empty-handed, upon my honour I ’ll not return at all.’ 

The cardinal condescended to laugh, Mr. Wogan laughed 
too. He had good reason, for here was his Eminence in 
a kindly temper and the Chevalier warming out of his 
melancholy. And, indeed, while he was still laughing, 
the Chevalier caught him by the arm as a friend might 
do, and in an outburst of confidence, very rare with 
him, he said, ‘ 1 would that I could laugh so. You and 
Whittington, I do envy you. An honest laugh, there’s 
the purge for melancholy. But I cannot compass it,’ 
and he turned away. 

‘Sure, sir, you’ll put us all to shame when I bring 
Her Royal Highness out of Innspruck.’ 

‘Oh, that!’ said the Chevalier, as though for the 
moment he had forgotten. ‘It is impossible,’ and the 
phrase was spoken now in an accent of hesitation. More- 
over he sat down at a table, and drawing towards him a 
sheet of paper written over with memoranda he began to 
read aloud, with a glance towards Wogan at the end of 
each sentence. 
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* The house stands in a faubourg of Innspruck, close to 
the river. There is an avenue of trees in front of the 
house, on the opposite side of the avenue there is a tavern 
with the sign of “ The White Chamois.” * 

Wogan committed the words to memory. 

‘The Princess and her mother/ continued the Chevalier, 
£ are imprisoned in the east side of the house.’ 

‘And how guarded, sir?’ asked Wogan. 

The Chevalier read again from his paper. 

‘ A sentry at the door, a second beneath the prisoners’ 
windows. They keep watch night and day. Besides, 
twice a day the magistrate visits the house.’ 

‘At what hours?’ 

‘ At ten in the morning. The same hour at night.’ 

‘And on each visit the magistrate sees the Princess?’ 

‘Yes, though she lies abed.’ 

Wogan stroked his chin. The cardinal regarded him 
quizzically. 

‘I trust, Mr. Wogan, that we shall hear Farini. There 
is talk of his coming to Bologna.’ 

Wogan did not answer. He was silent; he saw the 
two sentinels standing watchfully about the house; he 
heard them calling ‘ All ’s well ’ each to the other. Then 
he asked, ‘Has the Princess her own servants to attend 
her?’ 

‘Only M. Chateaudoux, her chamberlain.’ 

‘Ah!’ 

Wogan leaned forward with a question on his tongue 
he hardly dared to ask. So much hung upon the answer. 

‘And M. Chateaudoux is allowed to come and go?’ 

‘ In the daylight.’ 

Wogan turned to the cardinal. ‘The box will be the 
best box in the house/ he suggested. 
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‘Oh, sir,’ replied the cardinal, ‘you will offer me nothing 
less than the grand tier, to be sure.’ 

Wogan turned back to the Chevalier. 

‘ All that I need now is a letter from your Majesty to 
the King of Poland and a few rascally guineas. I can 
leave Bologna before a soul's astir in the morning. No 
one but Whittington saw me to-day, and a word will keep 

him silent. There will be secrecy ' but the Chevalier 

suddenly cut him short. 

‘No/ said he, bringing the palm of his hand down upon 
the table. ‘ Here's a blow that we must bend to! It's 
a dream this plan of yours.' 

6 But a dream I'll dream so hard, sir, that I'll dream 
it true,' cried Wogan in despair. 

‘No, no,' said the Chevalier. ‘We’ll talk no more of 
it. There's God's will evident in this arrest, and we 
must bend to it,' and at once Wogan remembered his 
one crowning argument. It was so familiar to his thoughts, 
it had lain so close at his heart, that he had left it unspoken, 
taking it as it were for granted that others were as familiar 
with it as he. 

‘ Sir,' said he eagerly, ‘ I have never told you, but the 
Princess Clementina when a child amongst her playmates 
had a favourite game. They called it kings and queens. 
And in that game the Princess was always chosen Queen 
of England.' 

The Chevalier started. 

* Is that so ? ' and he gazed into Wogan's eyes, making 
sure that he spoke the truth. 

‘ In very truth it is,' and the two men stood looking each 
at the other and quite silent. 

It was the truth, a mere coincidence if you will, but to 
both these men omens and auguries weie the gravest matters. 
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Arguments might be defeated by arguments, there were 
always discussions to discount encouragements, but here 
was destiny manifestly revealed before its time. 

‘There indeed is God's finger pointing,’ cried Wogan. 
‘ Sir, give me leave to follow it.’ 

The Chevalier still stood looking at him in silence. 
Then he said suddenly, e Go, then, and God speed you ! 
You are a gallant gentleman.’ 

Thus was the great enterprise agreed upon. The 
Chevalier sat down thereupon and wrote a letter to the 
King of Poland asking him to intrust the rescue of his 
daughter into Wogan’s hands. This letter Wogan took and 
money for his journey. 

‘ You will have preparations to make,’ said the Chevalier. 
‘ I will not keep you. You have horses ? ’ 

Mr. Wogan had two in a stable at Bologna. * But,’ he 
added, ‘there is a horse I left this morning on the road, 
a black horse, and I would not lose it.’ 

‘Nor shall you,’ said the Chevalier. 

Wogan crept back to his lodging as cautiously as he 
had left it. There was no light in any window but in 
his own, where his servant, Marnier, awaited him. Wogan 
opened the door softly and found the porter asleep in 
his chair. He stole upstairs and made his preparations. 
These, however, were of the simplest kind and consisted 
of half-a-dozen orders to Marnier and the getting into 
bed. In the morning he woke before daybreak and found 
Marnier already up. They went silently out of the house 
as the dawn was breaking. Marnier had the key to the 
stables, and they saddled the two horses and rode through 
the blind and silent streets with their faces muffled in 
their cloaks. 

They met no one, however, until they were come to 
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the outskirts of the town. But then, as they passed the 
mouth of an alley, a man came suddenly out and as 
suddenly drew back. The morning was chill and the 
man was closely wrapped. 

Wogan could not distinguish his face or person, and 
looking down the alley he saw at the end of it only 
a garden wall, and over the top of the wall a thicket of 
trees and the chimney-tops of a low house embosomed 
amongst them. It seemed that the man was as anxious 
to avoid remark as he was himself, and he rode on secure 
in the secrecy of his desperate adventure. 

But that same morning Mr. Whittington paid a visit 
to Wogan’s lodging and asked to be admitted. He was 
told that Mr. Wogan had not yet returned to Bologna. 

* So, indeed, I thought/ said he, and he sauntered care- 
lessly along, not to his own house, but to one smaller, 
situated at the bottom of a cul-de-sac and secluded amongst 
trees. At the door he asked whether her ladyship was 
yet visible, and was at once shown into a room with long 
windows which stood open to the garden. Her lad\ ship 
lay upon a sofa sipping her coffee and teasing a spaniel 
with the toe of her slipper. 

‘You are early/ she said, with some surprise. 

‘ And yet no earlier than your ladyship/ said Whittington. 

‘ I have to make my obeisance to my King/ said she, 
stifling a yawn. * Could one, I ask you, sleep on so 
important a day ? ’ 

Mr. Whittington laughed genially, Then he opened 
the door and glanced along the passage. When he 
turned back into the room her ladyship had kicked the 
spaniel from the sofa and was sitting bolt upright with 
ail her languor gone. 

‘Well?’ she asked quickly. 
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Whittington took a seat on the sofa by her side. 

‘Charles Wogan left Bologna at daybreak. Moreover, 
I have had a message from the Chevalier bidding me not 
to mention that I saw him in Bologna yesterday. One 
could hazard a guess at the goal of so secret a journey/ 

‘ Ohlau ! 9 exclaimed the lady in a whisper. 

c Yes, Ohlau first, no doubt, then Innspruck/ said 
Whittington. Then the lady nestled comfortably back 
upon the sofa and bit the fragment of lace she called her 
handkerchief. 

‘ So there ’s an end of Mr. Wogan/ she said pleasantly. 

Whittington made no answer. 

‘For there’s no chance that he’ll succeed/ she con- 
tinued, with a touch of anxiety in her voice. 

Whittington neither agreed nor contradicted. He asked 
a riddle instead. 

‘What is the sharpest spur a man can know? What 
is it that gives a man audacity to attempt, and wit to 
accomplish, the impossible ? ’ 

The lady smiled. 

‘ The poets tell us love/ said she demurely. 

Whittington nodded his head. 

‘Wogan speaks very warmly of the Princess Clementina. 

Her ladyship’s red lips lost their curve. Her eyes 
became thoughtful, apprehensive. 

‘ I wonder/ she said slowly. 

‘Yes, I too wonder/ said Whittington. 

Outside the branches of the trees rustled in the wind 
and flung shadows, swift as ripples, across the sunlit grass. 
But within the little room there was a long silence. 
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CHAPTER IV 

SHOWS THAT THERE ARE BETTER HIDING-PLACES 
THAN A WINDOW-CURTAIN 

1WT CHATEAUDOUX, the chamberlain, was a little 
A # portly person with a round, red face like a cherub's. 
He was a creature of the house, one that walked with delicate 
steps, a conductor of ceremonies, an expert in the subtleties 
of etiquette, and once he held his wand of office in his hand 
there was nowhere to be found a being so precise and 
consequential. But out of doors he had the timidity of a 
cat. He lived, however, by rule and rote, and since it had 
always been his habit to take the air between three and 
four of the afternoon he was to be seen between those 
hours at Innspruck on any fine day mincing along the 
avenue of trees before the villa in which his mistress was 
held prisoner. 

On one afternoon during the month of October he 
passed a hawker, who, tired with his day’s tramp, was 
resting on a bench in the avenue, and who carried upon 
his arm a half-empty basket of cheap wares. The man 
was ragged, his toes were thrusting through his shoes ; it 
was evident that he wore no linen, and a week’s growth of 
beard dirtily stubbled his chin — in a word, he was a man 
from whom M. Chateaudoux’s prim soul positively shrank. 
M. Chateaudoux went quickly by, fearing to be pestered 
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for alms. The hawker, however, remained seated upon 
the bench, drawing idle patterns upon the gravel with a 
hazel stick stolen from a hedgerow. 

The next afternoon the hawker was in the avenue again, 
only this time on a bench at the opposite end ; and again 
he paid no heed to M. Chateaudoux, but sat moodily 
scraping the gravel with his stick. 

On the third afternoon M. Chateaudoux found the 
hawker seated in the middle of the avenue and over against 
the door of the guarded villa. M. Chateaudoux, when his 
timidity slept, was capable of good-nature. There was a 
soldier with a loaded musket in full view. The hawker, 
besides, had not pestered him. He determined to buy 
some small thing — a mirror, perhaps, which was always 
useful — and he approached the hawker, who for his part 
wearily flicked the gravel with his stick and drew a curve 
here and a line there until, as M. Chateaudoux stopped 
before the bench, there lay sketched at his feet the rude 
semblance of a crown. The stick swept over it the next 
instant and left the gravel smooth. 

But M. Chateaudoux had seen, and his heart fluttered 
and sank. For here were plots, possibly dangers, most 
certainly trepidations. He turned his back as though he 
had seen nothing, and constraining himself to a slow pace 
walked towards the door of the villa. But the hawker was 
now at his side whining in execrable German and a strong 
French accent the remarkable value of his wares. There 
were samplers most exquisitely worked, jewels for the 
most noble gentleman’s honoured sweetheart, and purses 
which emperors would give a deal to buy. Chateaudoux 
was urged to take notice that emperors would give sums to 
lay a hand on the hawker’s purses. 

M. Chateaudoux pretended not to hear. 
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‘ I want nothing/ he said, ‘nothing in the world/ and 
he repeated the statement in order to drown the other’s 
voice. 

‘ A purse, good gentleman/ persisted the hawker, and he 
dangled one before Chateaudoux’s eyes. Not for anything 
would Chateaudoux take that purse. 

£ Go away/ he cried, c I have a sufficiency of purses, and 
I will not be plagued by you.’ 

They were now at the steps of the villa, and the sentry, 
lifting the butt of his musket, roughly thrust the hawker 
back. 

‘What have you there? Bring your basket here/ said 
he, and to Chateaudoux’s consternation the hawker im- 
mediately offered the purse to the sentinel. 

‘It is only the poor who have kind hearts/ he said, 
‘ here ’s the proper purse for a soldier. It is so hard to 
get the money out that a man is saved an ocean of drink.’ 

The hawker’s readiness destroyed any suspicions the 
sentinel may have felt. 

‘ Go away/ he said, ‘ quick 1 ’ 

‘You will buy the purse?’ 

The sentinel raised his musket again. 

‘Then the kind gentleman will/ said the hawker, and 
he thrust the purse into M. Chateaudoux’s reluctant hand. 
Chateaudoux could feel within the purse a folded paper. 
He was committed now without a doubt, and in an extreme 
alarm he flung a coin into the roadway and got him into 
the house. The sentinel carelessly dropped the butt of 
his musket on the coin. 

‘Go/ said he, and with a sudden kick he lifted the 
hawker half across the road. The hawker happened to be 
Charles Wogan, who took a little matter like that with the 
necessary philosophy. He picked himself up and limped off. 
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Now the next day a remarkable thing happened. M. 
Chateaudoux swerved from the regularity of his habits. 
He walked along the avenue it is true, but at the end of it 
he tripped down a street and turned out of that into 
another which brought him to the arcades. He did not 
appear to enjoy his walk ,* indeed, any hurrying footsteps 
behind startled him exceedingly and made his face turn 
white and red, and his body hot and cold. However, he 
proceeded along the arcades to the hofkirche, which he 
entered, and just as the clock struck half-past three, in a 
dark corner opposite to the third of the great statues, he 
drew his handkerchief from his pocket. 

The handkerchief flipped out a letter which fell on to 
the ground. In the gloom it was barely visible, and M. 
Chateaudoux walked on, apparently unconscious of his loss. 
But a comfortable citizen in a snuff-coloured suit picked it 
up and walked straight out of the cathedral to the Golden 
Fleece Inn in the Hochstrasse where he lodged. He went 
up into his room and examined the letter. It was super- 
scribed ‘To M. Chateaudoux’ and the seal was broken. 
Nevertheless, the finder did not scruple to read it. It 
was a love letter to the little gentleman from one 
Friederika. 

‘ I am heart-broken/ wrote Friederika, c but my fidelity 
to my Chateaudoux has not faltered, nor will not whatever 
I may be called upon to endure. I cannot, however, be 
so undutiful as to accept my Chateaudoux’s addresses 
without my father’s consent, and my mother, who is of the 
same mind with me, insists that even with that consent a 
runaway marriage is not to be thought of unless my 
Chateaudoux can provide me with a suitable woman for an 
attendant' 

These conditions fulfilled, Friederika was willing to 
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follow her Chateaudoux to the world’s end. The comfort- 
able citizen in the snuff-coloured suit sat for some while 
over that letter with a strange light upon his face and 
a smile of great happiness. The comfortable citizen was 
Charles Wogan, and he could dissociate the obstructions 
of the mother from the willingness of the girl. 

The October evening wove its veils from the mountain 
crests across the valleys ; the sun and the daylight had 
gone from the room before Wogan tore that letter up and 
wrote another to the Chevalier at Bologna telling him that 
the Princess Clementina would venture herself gladly if he 
could secure the consent of Prince Sobieski, her father. 
And the next morning he drove out in a carriage towards 
Ohlau in Silesia. 

It was as the Chevalier Warner that he had first journeyed 
thither to solicit for his King the Princess Clementina’s 
hand. Consequently he used the name again. Winter 
came upon him as he went, the snow gathered thick upon 
the hills and crept down into the valleys, encumbering his 
path. The cold nipped his bones, he drove beneath grey 
clouds and through a stinging air, but of these discomforts 
he was not sensible. For the mission he was set upon 
filled his thoughts and ran like a fever in his blood. He 
lay awake at nights inventing schemes of evasion, and 
each morning showed a flaw and the schemes crumbled. 
Not that his faith faltered. At some one moment he felt 
sure the perfect plan, swift and secret, would be revealed 
to him, and he lived to seize the moment. The people 
with whom he spoke became as shadows ; the inns where 
he rested were confused into a common semblance. He 
was like a man in a trance, seeing ever before his eyes the 
guarded villa at Innspruck, and behind the walls, patient 
and watchful, the face of the chosen woman ; so that it 
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was almost with surprise that he looked down one after- 
noon from the brim of a pass in the hills and saw beneath 
him, hooded with snow, the roofs and towers of Ohlau. 

At Ohlau, Wogan came to the end of his luck. From 
the moment when he presented his letter he was aware of 
it. The Prince was broken by his humiliation and the 
sufferings of his wife and daughter. He was even inclined 
to resent them at the expense of the Chevalier, for in his 
welcome to Wogan there was a measure of embarrassment. 
His shoulders, which had before been erect, now stooped. 
His eyes were veiled, the fire had burnt out in him ; he 
was an old man visibly ageing to his grave. He read the 
letter and re-read it. 

‘No,’ said he impatiently, ‘I must now think of my 
daughter. Her dignity and her birth forbid that she 
should run like a criminal in fear of capture and at the 
peril very likely of her life to a king who, after all, is as yet 
without a crown.’ And then seeing Wogan flush at the 
words he softened them. ‘I frankly say to you, Mr. 
Warner, that I know no one to whom I would sooner 
intrust my daughter than yourself were I persuaded to 
this project. But it is doomed to fail. It would make us 
the laughing-stock of Europe, and I ask you to forget it. 
Do you fancy the Emperor guards my daughter so ill that 
you, single-handed, can take her from beneath his hand ? ’ 

‘Your Highness, I shall choose some tried friends to 
help me.’ 

‘There is no single chance of success. I ask you to 
forget it and to pass your Christmas here as my very good 
friend. The sight is longer in age, Mr. Warner, than in 
youth, and I see far enough now to know that the days of 
Don Quixote are dead. Here is a matter where all Europe 
is ranged and alert on one side or the other. You cannot 
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practise secrecy. At Ohlau your face is known, your 
incognito too. Mr. Warner came to Ohlau once before, 
and the business on which he came is common knowledge. 
The motive of your visit now, which I tell you openly is 
very grateful to me, will surely be suspected/ 

Wogan had reason that night to acknowledge the justice 
of the Prince’s argument. He accepted his hospitality, 
thinking that with time he would persuade him to allow 
the attempt, and after supper, while making riddles in 
verse to amuse some of the ladies of the court, one of 
them, the Countess of Berg, came forward from a corner 
where she had been busy with pencil and paper, and said, 
‘It is our turn now. Here, Mr. Warner, is an acrostic 
which I ask you to solve for me/ And with a smile which 
held a spice of malice she handed him the paper. Upon 
it there were ten rhymed couplets. Wogan solved the first 
four, and found that the initial letters of the words were 
C, L, E, M. The answer to the acrostic was * Clementina/ 
Wogan gave the paper back. 

* I can make neither head nor tail of it,’ said he. 1 The 
attempt is beyond my powers/ 

‘Ah,’ said she dryly, ‘you own as much? I would 
never have believed you would have owned it/ 

‘But what is the answer?’ asked a voice at which 
Wogan started. 

‘The answer,’ replied the Countess, ‘is Mary, Queen of 
Scots, who was most unjustly imprisoned in Fotheringay,’ 
and she tore the paper into tiny pieces. 

Wogan turned towards the voice which had so startled 
him and saw the gossamer lady whom he had befriended 
on the road from Florence. At once he rose and bowed 
to her. 

‘ I should have presented you before to my friend, Lady 
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Featherstone/ said the Countess, ‘but it seems you are 
already acquainted.’ 

c Indeed/ Mr. Warner did me a great service at a pinch/ 
said Lady Featherstone. ‘ He was my postillion, though I 
never paid him, as I do now in thanks.’ 

‘Your postillion !’ cried one or two of the ladies, and 
they gathered about the great stove as Lady Featherstone 
told the story of Wogan’s charioting. 

‘I bade him hurry/ said she, ‘and he outsped my 
bidding. Never was there a postillion so considerately in- 
considerate. I was tossed like a tennis ball, I was one 
black bruise, I bounced from cushion to cushion, and then 
he drew up with a jerk, sprang off his horse, vanished 
into a house and left me, panting and dishevelled, a twist 
of torn ribbons and lace, alone in my carriage in the streets 
of Bologna.’ 

‘Bologna. Ah!’ said the Countess, with a smile of 
significance at Wogan. 

Wogan was looking at Lady Featherstone. His curiosity, 
thrust into the back of his mind by the more important 
matter of his mission, now revived. What had been this 
lady’s business who travelled alone to Bologna and in such 
desperate haste ? 

‘Your ladyship, I remember/ he said, ‘gave me to 
understand that you were sorely put to it to reach 
Bologna ? ’ 

Her ladyship turned her blue eyes frankly upon Wogan. 
Then she lowered them. 

‘My brother/ she explained, ‘lay at death’s door in 
Venice. I had just landed at Leghorn, where I left my 
maid to recover from the sea, and hurrying across Italy as 
I did I still feared that I should not see him alive/ 

The explanation was made readily, in a low voice natural 
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to one remembering a great distress, but without any 
affectation of gesture or so much as a glance sideways to 
note whether Wogan received it trustfully or not. Wogan, 
indeed, was reassured in a great measure. True, the 
Countess of Berg was now his declared enemy, but he 
need not join all her friends in that hostility. 

4 1 was able, most happily,’ continued Lady Featherstone, 
4 to send my brother homewards in a ship a fortnight back, 
and so to stay with my friend here on my way to Vienna, 
for we English are all bitten with the madness of travel. 
Mr. Warner will bear me out ? ’ 

4 To be sure I will,’ said Wogan stoutly. 4 For here am I 
in the depths of winter journeying to the carnival in Italy.’ 

The Countess smiled, all disbelief and amusement, and 
Lady Featherstone turned quickly towards him. 

4 For my frankness I claim a like frankness in return,’ 
said she, with a pretty imperiousness. 

Wogan was a little startled. He suddenly remembered 
that he had pretended to know no English on the road to 
Bologna, nor had he given any reason for his haste. But 
it was upon neither of these matters that she desired to 
question him. 

4 You spoke in parables,’ said she, ‘which are detestable 
things. You said you would not lose your black horse for 
the world because the lady you were to marry would ride 
upon it into your city of dreams. There ’s a saying that 
has a provoking prettiness. I claim a frank answer.’ 

Wogan was silent, and his face took on the look of 
a dreamer. 

4 Come,’ said one. It was the Princess Charlotte, the 
second daughter of the Prince Sobieski, who spoke. 4 We 
shall not let you off,’ said she. 

Wogan knew that she would not. She was a girl who 
C 
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was never checked by any inconvenience her speech might 
cause. Her tongue was a watchman’s rattle, and she never 
spoke but she laughed to point the speech. 

c Be frank,’ said the countess, e it is a matter of the 
heart, and so proper food for women.’ 

c True,’ answered Wogan lightly, £ it is a matter of the 
heart, and in such matters can one be frank — even to 
oneself? ’ 

Wogan was immediately puzzled by the curious look 
Lady Featherstone gave him. The words were a mere 
excuse, yet she seemed to take them very seriously. Her 
eyes sounded him. 

c Yes,’ she said slowly, ‘are you frank, even to yourself?’ 
And she spoke as though a knowledge of the answer would 
make a task easier to her. * Was Whittington right? ’ she 
meant. ‘Was it love of Clementina which inspired him 
to this perilous business of her rescue ? Did he deceive 
himself so far as to think that it was love of James Stuart ? ’ 
If that were true, she reasoned, Clementina’s escape 
might not be the worst thing in the world. For there 
would be the flight from Innspruck into Italy, days of 
continuous alarms, when Wogan and Clementina would 
be face to face. What might not happen in those days ? 
Her eyes rested thoughtfully upon Wogan, but he could 
not understand. 

His speculations, however, were interrupted by the 
entrance of Princess Casimira, Sobieski’s eldest daughter. 
Wogan welcomed her coming for the first time in all his 
life, for she was a kill-joy, a person of an extraordinary 
decorum. According to Wogan she was ‘ that black care 
upon the horseman’s back which the poets write about’ 
Her first question if she was spoken to was whether the 
speaker was from top to toe fitly attired; her second 
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whether the words spoken were well-bred. At this moment, 
however, her mere presence put an end to the demands 
for an explanation of Wogan’s saying about his horse, and 
in a grateful mood to her he slipped from the room. 

This evening was but one of many during that Christmas- 
tide. Wogan must wear an easy countenance, though his 
heart grew heavy as lead. The Countess of Berg was the 
favourite of Prince Constantine Sobieski’s heir, and Wogan 
was not slow to discover that her smiling face and quiet eyes 
hid the most masterful woman at that court. He made 
himself her assiduous servant, whether in hunting amid the 
snow or in the entertainments at the palace, but a quizzical 
deliberate word would now and again show him that she was 
still his enemy. With the Princess Casimira he was a pro- 
found critic of observances ; he invented a new cravat and 
was most careful that there should never be a wrinkle in his 
stockings ; with the Princess Charlotte he laughed till his 
head sang. He played all manner of parts ; the palace 
might have been the stage of a pantomime and himself the 
harlequin. But for all his efforts it did not seem that he 
advanced his cause, and if he made headway one evening 
with the Prince the next morning he had lost it, and so 
Christmas came and passed. 

But two days after Christmas a courier brought a letter 
to the castle. He came in the evening and the letter was 
carried to Wogan while he was at table. He noticed at 
once that it was in his King’s hand, and he slipped it 
quickly into his pocket. It may have been something 
precipitate in his manner or it may have been merely that 
all were on the alert to mark his actions, but at once 
curiosity was aroused. No plain words were said, but here 
and there heads nodded together and whispered, and 
while some eyed Wogan suspiciously, a few women whose 
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hearts were tuned to a sympathy with the Princess in her 
imprisonment, or touched with the notion of a romantic 
attachment, smiled upon him their encouragement. The 
Countess of Berg for once was unobservant, however. 

Wogan made his escape from the company as soon as 
he could, and going up to his apartments read the letter. 
The moon was at its full, and what with the clear, frosty air, 
and the snow stretched over the world like a white counter- 
pane, he was able to read the letter by the window, without 
the light of a candle. It was written in the Chevalier’s 
own cipher and hand; it asked anxiously for news and 
gave some. Wogan had had occasion before to learn that 
cipher by heart. He stood by the window and spelled the 
meaning. Then he turned to go down, but at the door 
his foot slipped upon the polished boards, and he stumbled 
on to his knee. He picked himself up, and thinking no 
more of the matter rejoined the company in the music- 
room where the Countess of Berg was playing upon a 
harp. 

‘The King,’ said Wogan, drawing the Prince apart, 

‘ leaves Bologna for Rome.’ 

‘ So the letter came from him ? 9 asked the Prince, with 
an eagerness which could not but seem hopeful to his 
companion. 

‘And in his own hand/ replied Wogan. 

The Prince shuffled and hesitated as though he was 
curious to hear particulars. Wogan thought it wise to 
provoke his curiosity by disregarding it. It seemed that 
there was wisdom in his reticence, for a little later the 
Prince took him aside while the Countess of Berg was still 
playing upon her harp, and said — 

* Single-handed you could do nothing. You would need 
friends.’ 
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Wogan took a slip of paper from his pocket and gave it 
to the Prince. 

£ On that slip,’ said he, ‘ I wrote down the names of all 
the friends whom I could trust, and by the side of the 
names the places where I could lay my hands upon them. 
One after the other I erased the names until only three 
remained.’ 

The Prince nodded and read out the names. 

‘ Gaydon, Misset, O’Toole. They are good men?* 

‘ The flower of Ireland. Those three names have been 
my comfort these last three weeks/ 

1 And all the three at Schlestadt. How comes that about ? ’ 

‘Your Highness, they are all three officers in Dillon’s 
Irish regiment, and so have that further advantage?’ 

‘Advantage?’ 

‘Your Highness, said Wogan, ‘Schlestadt is near to 
Strasbourg, which again is not far from Innspruck, and 
being in French territory would be the most convenient 
place to set off from.’ 

There was a sound of a door shutting; the Prince 
started, looked at Wogan, and laughed. He had been 
upon the verge of yielding ; but for that door Wogan felt 
sure he would have yielded. Now, however, he merely 
walked away to the Countess of Berg, and sitting beside 
her asked her to play a particular tune. But he still held 
the slip of paper in his hand and paid but a scanty heed 
to the music, now and then looking doubtfully towards 
Wogan, now and then scanning that long list of names. 
His lips, too, moved as though he was framing the three 
selected names : — 

Gaydon, 

Misset, 

O’Toole 
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and ‘Schlestadt’ as a bracket uniting them. Then he 
suddenly rose up and crossed the room to Wogan. 

c My daughter wrote that a woman must attend her. 
It is a necessary provision/ 

* Your Highness, Misset has a wife, and the wife matches 
him/ 

c They are warned to be ready ? ’ 

c At your Highness’s first word that slip of paper travels 
to Schlestadt. It is unsigned, it imperils no one, it betrays 
nothing. But it will tell its story none the less surely to 
those three men, for Gaydon knows my hand/ 

The Prince smiled in approval. 

‘You have prudence, Mr. Warner, as well as audacity/ 
said he. He gave the paper back, listened for a little to the 
Countess, who was bending over her harp strings, and then 
remarked, c The Prince’s letter was in his own hand ? 5 

* But in cipher/ 

‘Ah!’ 

The Prince was silent for a while. He balanced himself 
first on one foot, then on the other. 

‘Ciphers/ said he, ‘are curious things, compelling to the 
imagination and a provocation to the intellect/ 

Mr. Wogan kept a grave face and he replied with 
unconcern, though his heart beat quick, for if the Prince 
had so much desire to see the Chevalier’s letter he must be 
well upon his way to consenting to Wogan’s plan. 

* If your Highness will do me the honour to look at this 
cipher? It has baffled the most expert/ 

His Highness condescended to be pleased with Wogan’s 
suggestion. Wogan crossed the room towards the door, 
but before he reached it the Countess of Berg suddenly took 
her fingers from her harp-strings with a gesture of annoyance. 

‘ Mr. Warner/ she said, c will you do me the favour to 
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screw this wire tighter ? ’ And once or twice she struck it 
with her fingers. 

‘ May I claim that privilege ? 5 said the Prince. 

‘Your Highness does me too much honour/ said the 
Countess, but the Prince was already at her side. At once 
she pointed out to him the particular string. Wogan went 
from the room and up the great staircase. He was lodged 
in a wing of the palace. From the head of the staircase he 
proceeded down a long passage. Towards the end of this 
passage another short passage branched off at a right angle 
on the left-hand side. At the corner of the two passages 
stood a table with a lamp and some candlesticks. This 
time Wogan took a candle, and lighting it at the lamp 
turned into the short passage. It was dark but for the 
light of Wogan’s candle, and at the end of it facing him 
were two doors side by side. Both doors were closed, and 
of these the one on the left gave on to his room. 

Wogan had walked perhaps half-way from the corner to 
his door before he stopped. He stopped suddenly and 
held his breath. Then he shaded his candle with the palm 
of his hand and looked forward. Immediately he turned, 
and walking on tiptoe came silently back into the big 
passage. Even this was not well lighted; it stretched 
away upon his right and left, full of shadows. But it was 
silent. The only sounds which reached Wogan as he 
stood there and listened were the sounds of people moving 
and speaking at a great distance. He blew out his candle, 
cautiously replaced it on the table, and crept down again 
towards his room. There was no window in this small 
passage, there was no light there at all except a gleam of 
silver in front of him and close to the ground. That gleam 
of silver was the moonlight shining between the bottom of 
one of the doors and the boards of the passage. And that 
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door was not the door of Wogan’s room, but the room 
beside it. Where his door stood there might have been no 
door at all. 

Yet the moon which shone through the windows of one 
room must needs also shine into the other unless, indeed, 
the curtains were drawn. But earlier in the evening Wogan 
had read a letter by the moonlight at his window; the 
curtains were not drawn. There was, therefore, a rug, an 
obstruction of some sort against the bottom of the door. 
But earlier in the evening Wogan’ s foot had slipped upon 
the polished boards ; there had been no mat or skin at all. 
It had been pushed there since, Wogan could not doubt 
for what reason. It was to conceal the light of a lamp or 
candle within the room. Some one, in a word, was prying 
in Wogan’s room, and Wogan began to consider who. It 
was not the Countess, who was engaged upon her harp, 
but the Countess had tried to detain him. Wogan was 
startled as he understood the reason of her harp becoming 
so suddenly untuned. She had spoken to him with so 
natural a spontaneity, she had accepted the Prince’s aid 
with so complete an absence of embarrassment ; but none 
the less Wogan was sure that she knew. Moreover, a door 
had shut — yes, while he was speaking to the Prince a door 
had shut. 

So far Wogan’s speculations had travelled when the 
moonlight streamed out beneath his door too. It made 
now a silver line across the passage broken at the middle 
by the wall between the rooms. The mat had been re- 
moved, the candle put out, the prying was at an end ; in 
another moment the door would surely open. Now 
Wogan, however anxious to discover who it was that spied, 
was yet more anxious that the spy should not discover that 
the spying was detected. He himself knew and so was 
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armed ; he did not wish to arm his enemies with a like 
knowledge. There was no corner in the passage to conceal 
him, there was no other door behind which he could slip. 
When the spy came out Wogan would inevitably be dis- 
covered. He made up his mind on the instant He crept 
back quickly and silently out of the mouth of the passage, 
then he made a noise with his feet, turned again into the 
passage and walked loudly towards his door. Even so he 
was only just in time. Had he waited a moment longer 
he would have been detected. For even as he turned the 
corner, besides the horizontal line at the bottom of the door 
there was already a vertical line of silver on the passage 
wall ; the door had been already opened. But as his foot- 
steps sounded on the boards that vertical line disappeared. 

He walked slowly, giving his spy time to replace the 
letter, time to hide. He purposely carried no candle, he 
reached his door and opened it. The room to all seeming 
was empty. Wogan crossed to a table, looking neither to 
the right nor the left, above all not looking towards the 
bed-hangings. He found the letter upon the table just as 
he had left it. It could convey no knowledge of his mission 
he was sure. It had not even the appearance of a letter 
in cipher ; it might have been a mere expression of Christ- 
mas good wishes from one friend to another. But to make 
his certainty more sure, and at the same time to show that 
he had no suspicion that any one was hiding in the room, 
he carried the letter over to the window, and at once he 
was aware of the spy’s hiding-place. It was not the bed- 
hangings, but close at his side the heavy window-curtain 
bulged. The spy was at his very elbow ; he had but to 
lift his arm — and of a sudden the letter slipped from his 
hand to the floor. He did not drop it on purpose, he was 
fairly surprised, for looking down to read the letter he had 
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seen protruding from the curtain a jewelled shoe-buckle, 
and the foot which the buckle adorned seemed too small 
and slender for a man’s. 

Wogan had an opportunity to make certain. He knelt 
down and picked up the letter ; the foot was a woman’s. 
As he rose up again the curtain ever so slightly stirred. 
Wogan pretended to have remarked nothing; he stood 
easily by the window with his eyes upon his letter and his 
mind busy with guessing what woman his spy might be. 
And he remained on purpose for some while in this atti- 
tude, designing it as a punishment. So long as he stood 
by the window that unknown woman cheek by jowl with 
him must hold her breath, must never stir, must silently 
endure an agony of fear at each movement that he made. 

At last he moved, and as he turned away he saw some- 
thing so unexpected that it startled him. Indeed, for the 
moment it did more than startle him, it chilled him. He 
understood that slight stirring of the curtain. The woman 
now held a dagger in her hand, and the point of the blade 
stuck out and shone in the moonlight like a flame. 

Wogan became angry. It was all very well for the 
woman to come spying into his room, but to take a dagger 
to him, to think a dagger in a woman’s hand could cope 
with him — that was too preposterous. Wogan felt very 
much inclined to sweep that curtain aside and tell his 
visitor how he had escaped from Newgate and played hide- 
and-seek amongst the chimney-pots. And although he 
restrained himself from that indiscretion he allowed his 
anger to get the better of his prudence. Under the impulse 
of his anger he acted. It was a whimsical thing that he 
did, and though he suffered for it he could never afterwards 
bring himself to regret it. He deliberately knelt down and 
kissed the instep of the foot which protruded from the 
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curtain. He felt the muscles of the foot tighten, but the 
foot was not withdrawn. The curtain shivered and shook, 
but no cry came from behind it, and again the curtain hung 
motionless. Wogan went out of the room and carried the 
letter to the Prince. The Countess of Berg was still playing 
upon her harp and she gave no sign that she remarked his 
entrance. She did not so much as shoot one glance of 
curiosity towards him. The Prince carried the letter off 
to his cabinet, while Wogan sat down beside the Countess 
and looked about the room. 

‘I have not seen Lady Featherstone this evening/ 
said he. 

‘ Have you not ? ’ asked the Countess easily. 

‘Not so much as her foot/ replied Wogan. 

The conviction came upon him suddenly. Her hurried 
journey to Bologna and her presence at Ohlau were ex- 
plained to him now by her absence from the room. His 
own arrival at Bologna had not remained so secret as he 
had imagined. The fragile and gossamer lady, too flower- 
like for the world's rough usage, was the woman who had 
spied in his room and who had possessed the courage to 
stand silent and motionless behind the curtain after her 
presence there had been discovered. Wogan had a picture 
before his eyes of the dagger she had held. It was plain 
that she would stop at nothing to hinder this marriage, to 
prevent the success of his design ; and somehow the con- 
trast between her appearance and her actions had some- 
thing uncanny about it. Wogan was inclined to shiver as 
he sat chatting with the Countess. He was not reassured 
when Lady Featherstone boldly entered the room; she 
meant to face him out. He remarked, however, with a 
trifle of satisfaction, that for the first time she wore rouge 
upon her cheeks. 
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CHAPTER V 

SHOWS THAT A DISHONEST LANDLORD SHOULD 
AVOID WHITE PAINT 


70GAN, however, was not immediately benefited by 
* ^ his discovery. He knew that if a single whisper 
of it reached the Prince’s ear there would be at once an 
end to his small chances. The old man would take alarm ; 
he might punish the offender, but he would none the 
less surely refuse his consent to Wogan’s project. Wogan 
must keep his lips quite closed and let his antagonists do 
boldly what they would. 

And that they were active he found a way to discover. 
The Countess from this time plied him with kindness. 
He must play cards with her and Prince Constantine in 
the evening ; he must take his coffee in her private apart- 
ments in the morning. So upon one of these occasions 
he spoke of his departure from Ohlau. 

‘ I shall go by way of Prague,’ and he stopped in con- 
fusion and corrected himself quickly. ‘ At least I am not 
sure. There are other ways into Italy.* 

The Countess showed no more concern than she had 
shown over her harp string. She talked indifferently of 
other matters as though she had barely heard his remark ; 
but she fell into the trap. Wogan was aware that the 
Governor of Prague was her kinsman, and that afternoon 
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he left the castle alone, and taking the road to Vienna 
turned as soon as he was out of sight and hurried round 
the town until he came out upon the road to Prague. He 
hid himself behind a hedge a mile from Ohlau, and had 
not waited half an hour before a man came riding by in 
hot haste. The man wore the Countess’s livery of green 
and scarlet; Wogan decided not to travel by way of 
Prague, and returned to the castle content with his after- 
noon’s work. He had indeed more reason to be content 
with it than he knew, for he happened to have remarked 
the servant’s face as well as his livery, and so at a later 
time was able to recognise it again. He had no longer 
any doubt that a servant in the same livery was well upon 
his way to Vienna. The roads were bad, it was true, and 
the journey long, but Wogan had not the Prince’s consent, 
and could not tell when he would obtain it. The servant 
might return with the Emperor’s order for his arrest before 
he had obtained it. Wogan was powerless. He sent his 
list of names to Gaydon in Schlestadt, but that was the 
only precaution he could take. The days passed ; Wogan 
spent them in unavailing persuasions, and New Year’s Day 
came and found him still at Ohlau and in a great agitation 
and distress. 

Upon that morning, however, while he was dressing, 
there came a rap upon his door, and when he opened it 
he saw the Prince’s treasurer, a foppish gentleman, very 
dainty in his words. 

‘Mr. Warner,’ said the treasurer, ‘His Highness has 
hinted to me his desires; he has moulded them into the 
shape of a prayer or a request.’ 

‘ In a word, he has bidden you,’ said Wogan. 

‘ Fie, sir ! There ’s a barbarous and improper word, an 
ill-sounding word ; upon my honour a word without dignity 
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or merit and banishable from polite speech. His Highness 
did most prettily entreat me, with a fine gentleness of con- 
descension befitting a Sunday or a New Year’s Day, to bring 
and present and communicate from hand to hand a gift — 
a most incomparable proper gift, the mirror and image of 
his most incomparable proper friendship . 3 

Wogan bowed, and requested the treasurer to enter and 
be seated the while he recovered his breath. 

‘ Nay, Mr. Warner, I must be concise, Puritanical, and 
unadorned in my language as any rawhead or bloody-bones. 
The cruel, irrevocable moments pass. I could consume 
an hour, sir, before I touched as I may say the hem of the 
reason of my coming . 3 

‘Sir, I do not doubt it , 3 said Wogan. 

‘ But I will not hinder you from forthwith immediately 
and at once incorporating with your most particular and 
inestimable treasures this jewel, this turquoise of heaven's 
own charming blue, encased and decorated with gold . 3 

The treasurer drew the turquoise from his pocket It 
was of the size of an egg. He placed it in Wogan’s hand, 
who gently returned it. 

* I cannot take it , 3 said he. 

‘Gemini ! 3 cried the treasurer. ‘But it is more than a 
turquoise, Mr. Warner. Jewellers have delved in it It 
has become subservient to man's necessities. It is a 
snuff-box . 3 

‘ I cannot take it . 3 

‘ King John of Poland, he whom the vulgar call Glorious 
John, did rescue and enlarge it from its slavery to the 
Grand Yizier of Turkey at the great battle of Vienna. 
There is no other in the world 3 

Wogan cut the treasurer short. 

‘You will take it again to His Highness. You will 
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express to him my gratitude for his kindness, and you will 
say furthermore these words : “ Mr. Warner cannot carry 
back into Italy a present for himself and a refusal for his 
Prince.” ’ 

Wogan spoke with so much dignity that the treasurer 
had no words to answer him. He stood utterly bewildered ; 
he stared at the jewel. 

‘Here is a quandary!’ he exclaimed. ‘I do declare 
every circumstance of me trembles,’ and shaking his head 
he went away. But in a little he came again. 

‘His Highness distinguishes you, Mr. Warner, with 
imperishable honours. His Highness solicits your com- 
pany to a solitary dinner. You shall dine with him alone. 
His presence and unfettered conversation shall season 
your soup and be the condiments of your meat.’ 

Wogan’s heart jumped. There could be only one reason 
for so unusual an invitation on such a day, and he was not 
mistaken ; for as soon as the Prince was served in a little 
room he dismissed the lackeys and presented again the 
turquoise snuff-box with his own hands. 

‘See, Mr. Wogan, your persuasions and your conduct 
have gained me over,’ said he. ‘Your refusal of this 
bagatelle assures me of your honour. I trust myself 
entirely to your discretion ; I confide my beloved daughter 
to your care. Take from my hands the gift you refused 
this morning, and be assured that no prince ever gave to 
any man such full powers as I will give to you to-night.’ 

Wogan’s gratitude wellnigh overcame him. The thing 
that he had worked for and almost despaired of had come 
to pass. For a while he could not speak ; he flung himself 
upon his knees and kissed the Prince’s hand. That very 
night he received the letter giving him full powers, and the 
next morning he drove off in a carriage of His Highness 
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drawn by six Polish horses towards the town of Strahlcn 
on the road to Prague. At Strahlen he stayed a day, 
feigning a malady, and sent the carriage back. The follow- 
ing day, however, he took horse, and riding along by- 
roads and lanes avoided Prague and hurried towards 
Schlestadt. 

He rode watchfully, avoiding towns, and with an eye 
alert for every passer-by. That he was ahead of any 
courier from the Emperor at Vienna he did not doubt, 
but on the other hand the Countess of Berg and Lady 
Featherstone had the advantage of him by some four days. 
They would not lack money to hinder him, there would 
be no scruple as to the means. Wogan remembered the 
moment in his bedroom when he had seen the dagger 
bright in the moon’s rays. If he could not be arrested 
there were other ways to stop him. Accidents may happen 
to any man. 

However, he rode unhindered with the Prince's com- 
mission safe against his breast. He felt the paper a 
hundred times a day to make sure that it was not stolen 
nor Lost, nor reduced to powder by a miracle. Day by 
day his fears diminished, since day by day he drew a day's 
journey nearer to Schlestadt. The paper became a talis- 
man in his thoughts, a thing endowed with magic pro- 
perties to make him invisible like the cloak or cap of the 
fairy tales. Those few lines in writing had seemed an 
unattainable prize not a week back, yet he had them ; and 
so now they promised him that other unattainable thing, 
the enlargement of the Princess. It was in his nature, 
too, to grow buoyant in proportion to the difficulties of 
his task. He rode forward, therefore, with a good heart, 
and one sombre evening of rain came to a village some 
miles beyond Augsburg. 
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The village was a straggling half-mile of low cottages, 
lost as it were on the level of a wide plain. Across this 
plain, bare but for a few lines of poplars and stunted willow 
trees, Wogan had ridden all the afternoon, and so little 
did the thatched cottages break the monotony of the 
plain’s appearance that though he had had the village 
within his vision all that while he came upon it unawares. 
The dusk was gathering, and already through the tiny 
windows the meagre lights gleamed upon the road and 
gave to the falling raindrops the look of steel beads. 
Four days would now bring Wogan to Schlestadt. The 
road was bad and full of holes. He determined to go no 
farther that night if he could find a lodging in the village, 
and coming upon a man who stood in his path he stopped 
his horse. 

£ Is there an inn where a traveller may sleep ? ’ he asked. 

‘Assuredly,’ replied the man, ‘and find forage for his 
horse. The last house — but I will myself show your 
honour the way.’ 

‘There is no need, my friend, that you should take*a 
colic,’ said Wogan. 

‘ I shall earn enough drink to correct the colic,’ said the 
man. He had a sack over his head and shoulders to pro- 
tect him from the rain, and stepped out in front of Wogan’s 
horse. They came to the end of the street and passed on 
into the open darkness. About twenty yards farther a 
house stood by itself at the roadside, but there were only 
lights in one or two of the upper windows, and it held out 
no promise of hospitality. In front of it, howevef, the 
man stopped ; he opened the door and halloaed into the 
passage. Wogan stopped too, and above his head some- 
thing creaked and groaned like a gibbet in the wind. He 
looked up and saw a sign-board glimmering in the dusk 
D 
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with a new coat of white paint. He had undoubtedly 
come to the inn, and he dismounted. 

The landlord advanced at that moment to the door. 

4 My man/ said he, 4 will take your horse to the stable/ 
and the fellow who had guided Wogan led the horse off. 

4 Oh, is he your man ? ’ said Wogan. 4 Ah ! 3 And he 
followed the landlord into the house. 

It was not only the sign-board which had been newly 
painted, for in the narrow passage the landlord stopped 
Wogan. 

4 Have a care, sir/ said he, 4 the walls are wet. It will 
be best if you stand still while I go forward and bring a 
light,’ 

He went forward in the dark and opened a door at the 
end of the passage. A glow of ruddy light came through 
the doorway, and Wogan caught a glimpse of a brick-floored 
kitchen and a great open chimney and one or two men on 
a bench before the fire. Then the door was again closed. 
The closing of the door seemed to Wogan a churlish 
act. 

‘The hospitality/ said he to himself, ‘which plants a man 
in the road so that a traveller on a rainy night may not 
miss his bed should at least leave the kitchen door open. 
Why should I stay here in the dark ? ’ 

Wogan went forward, and from the careful way in which 
he walked, a way so careful and stealthy indeed that his 
footsteps made no sound, it might have been inferred that 
he believed the floor to be newly painted too. He had at 
all events no such scruples about the kitchen door, for he 
seized the handle and flung it open quickly. He was met 
at once by a cold draught of wind. A door opposite and 
giving on to a yard at the back had been opened at pre- 
cisely the same moment ; and as Wogan stepped quickly 
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opposite and was lost in the darkness. 

‘ What ! Are you going ? ’ the landlord cried after him 
as he turned from the fire at which he was lighting a candle. 

‘Wilhelm has a wife and needs must,’ at once said a 
woman who was reaching down some plates from a 
dresser. 

The landlord turned towards the passage and saw Wogan 
in the doorway. 

‘You found your way, sir/ said he, looking at Wogan 
anxiously. 

‘Nor are your walls any poorer of paint on that account/ 
said Wogan as he took his wet cloak and flung it over a 
chair. 

The landlord blew out his candle and busied himself 
about laying the table. A great iron pot swung over the 
fire by a chain, and the lid danced on the top and allowed 
a savoury odour to escape. Wogan sat himself down 
before the fire and his clothes began to steam. 

‘You laugh at my paint, sir/ said the landlord. He was 
a fat, good-humoured-looking man, communicative in his 
manner as a Boniface should be, and his wife was his very 
complement. ‘You laugh at my paint, but it is after all 
a very important thing. What is a great lady without her 
rouge-pot when you come to think of it ? It is the same 
with an inn. It must wear paint if it is to attract attention 
and make a profit.’ 

‘There is philosophy in the comparison/ said Wogan. 

‘Sir, an innkeeper cannot fail of philosophy if he has his 
eyes and a spark of intelligence. The man who took 
refuge in a tub because the follies of his fellows so angered 
him was the greatest fool of them all. He should have 
kept an inn on the road to Athens, for then the follies 



52 


CLEMENTINA 


would have put money into his pocket and made him 
laugh instead of growl.’ 

His wife came over to the fireplace and lifted the lid 
of the pot. 

‘The supper is ready,’ said she. 

‘ And perhaps, sir, while you are eating it you can think 
of a name for my inn.’ 

‘Why, it has a sign-board already,’ said Wogan, c and 
a name, too, I suppose.’ 

‘It has a sign-board but without a device,’ said the 
landlord, and while Wogan drew a chair to the table he 
explained his predicament. 

‘ There is another inn five miles along the road, and 
travellers prefer to make their halt there. They will not 
stop here. My father, sir, set it all down to paint. It was 
his dream, sir, to paint the house from floor to ceiling; his 
last words bade me pinch and save until I could paint. 
Well, here is the house painted, and I am anxious for a 
new device and name which shall obliterate the memory of 
the other. “ The Black Eagle ” is its old name. Ask any 
traveller familiar with the road between Ausburg and 
Schlestadt, and he will counsel you to avoid “ The Black 
Eagle.” You are travelling to Schlestadt, perhaps.’ 

Wogan had started ever so slightly. 

‘To Strasbourg,’ he said, and thereafter ate his supper 
in silence, taking count with himself. ‘My friend,’ so his 
thoughts ran, ‘ the sooner you reach Schlestadt the better. 
Here are you bleating like a sheep at a mere chance men- 
tion of your destination. You have lived too close with 
this fine scheme of yours. You need your friends.’ 

Wogan began to be conscious of an unfamiliar sense of 
loneliness. It grew upon him that evening while he sat at 
table; it accompanied him up the stairs to bed. Other 
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men of his age were now seated comfortably by their own 
hearths, while he was hurrying about Europe, a vagabond 
adventurer, risking his life for — and at once the reason why 
he was risking his life rose up to convict him a grumbler. 

The landlord led him into a room in the front of the 
house which held a great canopied bed and little other 
furniture. There was not even a curtain to the window. 
Wogan raised his candle and surveyed the dingy walls. 

‘ You have not spent much of your new paint on your 
guest-room, my friend.’ 

‘Sir, you have not marked the door,’ said his host 
reproachfully. 

‘True,’ said Wogan with a yawn, ‘the door is admirably 
white.’ 

‘The frame of the door does not suffer in a comparison.’ 
The landlord raised and lowered his candle that Wogan 
might see. 

‘I do not wish to be unjust to the frame of the door,’ 
said Wogan, and he drew off his boots. The landlord 
bade his guest good-night and descended the stairs. 

Wogan, being a campaigner, was methodical even though 
lost in reflection. He was reflecting now why in the world 
he should lately have become sensible of loneliness ; but at 
the same time he put the Prince’s letter beneath his pillow 
and a sheathed hunting-knife beside the letter. He had 
always been lonely, and the fact had never troubled him ; 
he placed a chair on the left of the bed and his candle on 
the chair. Besides, he was not really lonely, having a host 
of friends whom he had merely to seek out; he took the 
charges from his pistol lest they should be damp, and 
renewed them and placed the pistols by the candle. He 
had even begun to pity himself for his loneliness, and pity 
of that sort, he recognised, was a discreditable quality ; the 
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matter was altogether very disquieting. He propped his 
sword against the chair and undressed. Wogan cast back 
in his memories for the first sensations of loneliness. They 
were recent, since he had left Ohlau, indeed. He opened 
the window ; the rain splashed in on the sill, pattered in 
the street puddles below, and fell across the country with a 
continuous roar as though the level plain was a stretched 
drum. No ; he had only felt lonely since he had come 
near to Schlestadt, since, in a word, he had deemed himself 
to have out-stripped pursuit. He got into his bed and 
blew out the candle. 

For a moment the room was black as pitch, then on his 
left side the darkness thinned at one point and a barred 
square of grey became visible; the square of grey was the 
window. Wogan understood that his loneliness came upon 
him with the respite from his difficulties, and concluded 
that after all it was as well that he had not a comfortable 
fireside whereby to sun himself. He turned over on his 
right side and saw the white door and its white frame. 
The rain made a dreary sound outside the window, but in 
three days he would be at Schlestadt. Besides he fell asleep. 

And in a little he dreamed. He dreamed that he was 
swinging on a gibbet before the whole populace of Inn- 
spruck, that he died to his bewilderment without any pain 
whatever, but that pain came to him after he was quite 
dead — not bodily pain at all, but an anguish of mind 
because the chains by which he was hanged would groan 
and creak, and the populace, mistaking that groaning for 
his cries, scoffed at him and ridiculed his King for sending 
to rescue the Princess Clementina a marrowless thing that 
could not die like a man. Wogan stirred in his sleep and 
waked up. The rain had ceased, and a light wind blew 
across the country. Outside the sign-board creaked and 
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gioaned upon its stanchion. Once he became aware of 
that sound he could no longer sleep for listening to it ; and 
at last he sprang out of bed, and leaning out of the window 
lifted the sign-board off the stanchion and into his bed- 
room. 

It was a plain white board without any device on it. 

4 True, ' thought Wogan, c the man wants a new name for 
his inn.’ He propped the board against the left side of 
his bed, since that was nearest to the window, got between 
the sheets, and began to think over names. He turned on 
his right side and fell asleep again. 

He was not to sleep restfully that night. He waked 
again, but very slowly, and without any movement of his 
body. He lay with his face towards the door, dreamily 
considering that the landlord, for all his pride in his new 
paint, had employed a bad workman who had left a black 
strip of the door unpainted — a fairly wide strip, too, which 
his host should never have overlooked. 

Wogan was lazily determining to speak to the landlord 
about it when his half-awakened mind was diverted by a 
curious phenomenon, a delusion of the eyes such as he had 
known to have befallen him before when he had stared for 
a long while on any particular object; the strip of black 
widened and widened. Wogan waited for it to contract, 
as it would be sure to do. But it did not contract, and so 
Wogan waked up completely. 

He waked up with a shock of the heart, with all his 
senses startled and strained. But he had been gradually 
waking before, and so by neither movement nor cry did he 
betray that he was awake. He had not locked the door of 
his room ; that widening strip of black ran vertically down 
from the lintel to the ground and between the white door 
and the white door frame. The door was being cautiously 
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pushed open ; the strip of black was the darkness of the 
passage coming through. 

Wogan slid his hand beneath his pillow, and drew the 
knife from its sheath as silently as the door opened. The 
strip of black ceased to widen, there was a slight scuffling 
sound upon the floor which Wogan was at no loss to 
understand. It was the sound of a man crawling into the 
room upon his hands and knees. 

Wogan lay on his side and felt grateful to his host — an 
admirable man — for he had painted his door white, and 
now he crawled through it on his hands and knees. No 
doubt he would crawl to the side of the bed ; he did. To 
feel, no doubt, for Mr. Wogan’s coat and breeches and any 
little letter which might be hiding in the pockets. But 
here Wogan was wrong. For he saw a dark thing suddenly 
on the counterpane at the edge of the bed. The dark 
thing travelled upwards very softly ; it had four fingers and 
a thumb. It was, no doubt, travelling towards the pillow, 
and as soon as it got there — but Wogan watching that 
hand beneath his closed eyelids had again to admit that he 
was wrong. It did not travel towards the pillow ; to his 
astonishment it stole across towards him, it touched his 
chest very gently, and then he understood. The hand was 
creeping upwards towards his throat. 

Meanwhile Wogan had seen no face, though the face 
must be just below the level of the bed. He only saw the 
hand and the arm behind it. He moved as if in his sleep, 
and the hand disappeared. As if in his sleep he flung out 
his left arm and felt for the sign-board standing beside his 
bed. The bed was soft. Wogan wanted something hard, 
and it had occurred to him that the sign-board would very 
well serve his turn. An idea, too, which seemed to him 
diverting, had presented itself to his mind. 
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With a loud sigh and a noisy movement such as a man 
half-way between wakefulness and sleep may make he flung 
himself over on to his left side. At the same moment he 
lifted the white sign-board on to the bed. It seemed that 
he could not rest on his left side, for he flung over again to 
his right and pulled the bed-clothes over as he turned. 
The sign-board now lay flat upon the bed, but on the right 
side between himself and the man upon the floor. His 
mouth uttered a little murmur of contentment, he drew 
down the hand beneath the pillow, and in a second was 
breathing regularly and peacefully. 

The hand crept on to the bed again and upwards, and 
suddenly lay spread out upon the board and quite still. 
Just for a second the owner of that hand had been sur- 
prised and paralysed by the unexpected. It was only that 
second which Wogan needed. He sat up and with his 
right arm he drove his hunting-knife down into the back 
of the hand and pinned it fast to the board ; with his left 
he felt for, found, and gripped a mouth already open to 
cry out. He dropped his hunting-knife, caught the intruder 
round the waist, lifted him on to the bed, and setting a 
knee upon his chest gagged him with an end of the sheet. 
The man fought wildly with his free hand, beating the air. 
Wogan knelt upon that arm with his other knee. 

Wogan needed a rope, but since he had none he used 
the sheets and bound his prisoner to the bed. Then he 
got up and went to the door. The house was quite silent, 
quite dark. Wogan shut the door gently — there was no 
key in the lock — and bending over the bed looked into the 
face of his assailant. The face was twisted with pain, the 
whites of the eyes glared horribly, but Wogan could see 
that the man was his landlord. 

He stood up and thought There was another man who 
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had met him in the village and had guided him to the inn ; 
there was still a third who had gone out of the kitchen as 
Wogan had entered it ; there was the wife, too, who might 
be awake. 

Wogan crossed to the window and looked out. The 
window was perhaps twenty feet from the ground, but the 
stanchion was three feet below the window. He quickly 
put on his clothes, slipped the letter from under his pillow 
into a pocket, strapped his saddle-bag and lowered it from 
the window by a blanket. He had already one leg on the 
sill when a convulsive movement of the man on the bed 
made him stop. He climbed back into the room, drew 
the knife out of the board and out of the hand pinned to 
the board, and making a bandage wrapped the wound up. 

‘You must lie there till morning, my friend/ Wogan 
whispered in his ear, ‘ but here ’s a thing to console you. 
I have found a name for your inn; I have painted the 
device upon your sign-board. The “ Inn of the Five Fed 
Fingers.” There 7 s never a passer-by but will stop to in- 
quire the reason of so conspicuous a sign/ and Wogan 
climbed out of the window, lowered himself till he hung at 
the full length of his arms from the stanchion, and dropped 
on the ground. He picked up his saddle-bag and crept 
round the house to the stable. The door needed only a 
push to open it. In the hay loft above he heard a man 
snoring. Mr. Wogan did not think it worth while to dis- 
turb him. He saddled his horse, walked it out into the 
yard, mounted, and rode quietly away. 

He had escaped, but without much credit to himself. 

‘ There was no key in the door/ he thought. 1 1 should 
have noticed it. Misset, the man of resources, would have 
tilted a chair backwards against that door with its top bar 
wedged beneath the door handle. ’ Certainly Wogan needed 
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Misset if he was to succeed in his endeavour. He was 
sunk in humiliation ; his very promise to rescue the Princess 
shrank from its grandeur and became a mere piece of im- 
pertinence. But he still had his letter in his pocket, and 
in time that served to enhearten him. Only two more 
days, he thought. On the third night he would sleep in 
Schlestadt 
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CHAPTER VI 


WOGAN HAVING FELT THE NEED OF MISSET, NOW FEELS 
THE NEED OF GAYDON AND 0 7 T00LE 


T HE next 
Ulm. 


afternoon Wogan came to the town 


of 


‘ Gay don/ he said to himself as he watched its towers 
and the smoke curling upwards from its chimneys, £ would 
go no farther to-day with this letter in his pocket. Gaydon 
— the cautious Gaydon — would sleep in this town and in 
its most populous quarter. Gaydon would put up at the 
busiest inn. Charles Wogan will follow Gaydon 7 s example. 7 

Wogan rode slowly through the narrow streets of gabled 
houses until he came to the market square. The square 
was frequented ; its great fountain was playing ; citizens 
were taking the air with their wives and children; the 
chief highway of the town ran through it ; on one side 
stood the frescoed Rathhaus and opposite to it there was 
a spacious inn. Wogan drew up at the doorway and saw 
that the hall was encumbered with baggage. ‘Gaydon 
would stop here, 7 said he, and he dismounted. The porter 
came forward and took his horse. 

‘ I need a room, 7 said Wogan, and he entered the house. 
There were people going up and down the stairs. While 
he was unstrapping his valise in his bedroom a servant 
with an apron about his waist knocked at the door and 
inquired whether he could help him. 
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‘No/ said Wogan, and he thought with more confidence 
than ever, c here, to be sure, is where Gaydon would sleep.* 

He supped at the ordinary in the company of linen 
merchants and travellers, and quite recovered his spirits. 
He smoked a pipe of tobacco on a bench under the trees 
of the square, and giving an order that he should be called 
at five went up to his bedroom. 

There was a key in the lock of the door, which Wogan 
turned; he also tilted a chair and wedged the handle. 
He opened the window and looked out. His room was 
on the first floor and not very high from the ground. A 
man might possibly climb through the window. Gaydon 
would assuredly close the shutters and the window so that 
no one could force an entrance without noise. Wogan 
accordingly did what Gaydon would assuredly have done, 
and when he blew out his candle found himself in con- 
sequence in utter darkness. No glimmer of light was 
anywhere visible. He had his habits like another, and 
one of them was to sleep without blinds or curtains drawn. 
His present deflection from this habit made him restless ; 
he was tired, he wished above all things to sleep, but sleep 
would not come. He turned from one side to the other, 
he punched his pillows, he tried to sleep with his head 
low, and when that failed with his head high. 

He resigned himself in the end to a sleepless night, and 
lying in his bed drew some comfort from the sound of 
voices and the tread of feet in the passages and the rooms 
about him. These at all events were companionable, and 
they assured him of safety. But in a while they ceased, 
and he was left in a silence as absolute as the darkness. 
He endured this silence for perhaps half an hour, and then 
all manner of infinitesimal sounds began to stir about him. 1 
The lightest of footsteps moved about his bed, faint sighs 
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breathed from very close at hand, even his name was softly 
whispered. He sat suddenly up in his bed, and at once all 
these sounds became explained to him. They came from 
the street and the square outside the window. So long as 
he sat up they were remote, but the moment he lay down 
again they peopled the room. 

‘Sure,’ said Wogan, ‘here is a lesson for architects. 
Build no shutters to a house when the man that has to live 
in it has a spark of imagination, else will he go stark 
raving mad before the mortar’s dry. Window shutters are 
window shutters, but they are the doors of Bedlam as well. 
Now Gaydon should have slept in this room. Gaydon ’s 
a great man. Gaydon has a great deal of observation and 
common sense, and was never plagued with a flim-flam of 
fancies. To be sure I need Gaydon, but since I have not 
Gaydon 1 11 light a candle.’ 

With that Wogan got out of bed. He had made himself 
so secure with his key and his tilted chair and his shutters 
that he had not thought of placing his candle by his 
bedside. It stood by his looking-glass on the table. Now 
the room was so pitch dark that Wogan could do no more 
than guess at the position even of the window. The table, 
he remembered, was not far from the door, and the door 
was at some distance from his bed, and in the wall on his 
right. He moved forward in the darkness with his hands 
in front of him, groping for the table. The room was 
large; in a little his hands touched something, and that 
something was a pillar of the bed. He had missed his 
way in his bedroom. Wogan laughed to himself and 
started off again ; and the next thing which his outstretched 
hands touched was a door knob. The table should now 
be a little way to his left. He was just turning away in that 
direction when it occurred to him that he ought to have 



WOGAN NEEDS GAYDON 


6 3 


felt the rim of the top bar of his tilted chair underneath 
the door-handle. He stooped down and felt for the chair ; 
there was no chair, and he stood very still. 

The fears bred of imagination had now left him ; he was 
restored by the shock of an actual danger. He leaned 
forward quietly and felt if the key was still in the lock. 
But there was no lock to this door, Wogan felt the 
surface of the door ; it was of paper. It was plainly the 
door of a cupboard in the wall, papered after the same 
pattern as the wall, which by the flickering light of his 
single candle he had overlooked. 

He opened the door and stretched out his arms into the 
cupboard. He touched something that moved beneath 
his hand, a stiff, short crop of hair, the hair of a man's 
head. He drew his arm away as though an adder had 
stung it ; he did not utter a cry or make a movement. He 
stood for a moment paralysed, and during that moment a 
strong hand caught him by the throat. 

Wogan was borne backwards, his assailant sprang at him 
from the cupboard, he staggered under the unexpected 
vigour of the attack, he clutched his enemy, and the two 
men came to the ground with a crash. Even as he fell 
Wogan thought, c Gaydon would never have overlooked 
that cupboard.’ 

It was the only reflection, however, for which he could 
afford time. He was undermost, and the hand at his 
throat had the grip of a steel glove. He fought with blows 
from his fists and his bent knees; he twisted his legs 
about the legs of his enemy, he writhed his body if so he 
might dislodge him; he grappled wildly for his throat. 
But all the time his strength grew less ; he felt that his 
temples were swelling, and it seemed to him that his eyes 
must burst. The darkness of the room was spotted with 
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sparks of fire, the air was filled with a continuous roar like 
a million chariots in a street. He saw the face of his 
chosen woman most reproachful and yet kind gazing at 
him from behind the bars which now would never be 
broken, and then there came a loud banging at the door. 
The summons surprised them both, so hotly had they been 
engaged, so unaware were they of the noise which their 
fall had made. 

Wogan felt his assailant’s hand relax and heard him say 
in a low muffled voice, c It is nothing. Go to bed ! I fell 
over a chair in the dark.’ 

That momentary relaxation was, he knew, his last 
chance. He gathered his strength in a supreme effort, 
lurched over on to his left side, and getting his arm free 
swung it with all his strength in the direction of the voice. 
His clenched fist caught his opponent full under the point 
of the chin, and the hand at Wogan’s throat clutched once 
and fell away limp as an empty glove. Wogan sat up on 
the floor and drew his breath. That, after all, was more 
than his antagonist was doing. The knocking at the door 
continued; Wogan could not answer it, he had not the 
strength. His limbs were shaking, the sweat clotted his 
hair and dripped from his face. But his opponent was 
quieter still. At last he managed to gather his legs 
beneath him, to kneel up, to stand shakily upon his feet. 
He could no longer mistake the position of the door; he 
tottered across to it, removed the chair and opened it. 

The landlord, with a couple of servants, stepped back 
as Wogan showed himself to the light of their candles. 
Wogan heard their exclamations, though he did not clearly 
understand them, for his ears still buzzed. He saw their 
startled faces, but only dimly, for he was dazzled by the 
light. He came back into the room, and pointing to his 
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assailant — a sturdy, broad man, who now sat up opening 
and shutting his eyes in a dazed way — 

‘ Who is that ? ’ he asked, gasping rather than speaking 
the words. 

* Who is that ? ’ repeated the landlord, staring at Wogan. 

‘Who is that?’ said Wogan, leaning against the bed- 
post. 

‘ Why, sir, your servant. Who should he be ? * 

Wogan was silent for a little, considering as well as his 
rambling wits allowed this new development. 

‘Ah!’ said Wogan, ‘he came here with me?’ 

‘Yes, since he is your servant.’ 

The landlord was evidently mystified ; he was no less 
evidently speaking with sincerity. Wogan reflected that to 
proffer a charge against the assailant would involve his 
own detention in Ulm. 

‘To be sure,’ said he, ‘I know. This is my servant. 
That is precisely what I mean.’ His wits were at work to 
find a way out of his difficulty. ‘This is my servant. 
What then ? ’ he asked fiercely. 

‘ But I don’t understand,’ said the landlord. 

‘ You don’t understand ! ’ cried Wogan. ‘ Was there 
ever such a landlord ? He does not understand. This is 
my servant, I tell you.’ 

‘Yes, sir, but — but ’ 

‘Well?’ 

‘ We were roused — there was a noise — a noise of men 
fighting.’ 

‘There would have been no noise,’ said Wogan tri- 
umphantly, ‘if you had prepared a bed for my servant. 
He would not have crept into my cupboard to sleep off 
his drunkenness.’ 

‘ But, sir, there was a bed.’ 

E 
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‘ You should have seen that he was carried to it. As it 
is, here have I been driven to beat him and to lose my 
night’s rest in consequence. It is not fitting. I do not 
think that your inn is well managed.' 

Wogan expressed his indignation with so majestic an 
air that the landlord was soon apologising for having 
disturbed a gentleman in the proper exercise of belabour- 
ing his valet. 

‘ We will carry the fellow away,’ said he. 

‘You will do nothing of the kind,’ said Wogan. ‘He 
shall get back into his cupboard and there he shall remain 
till daybreak. Come, get up ! 5 

Wogan’s self-appointed valet got to his feet. There was 
no possibility of an escape for him since there were three 
men between him and the door. On the other hand, 
obedience to Wogan might save him from a charge of 
attempted theft. 

‘ In with you/ said Wogan, and the man obeyed. His 
head no doubt was still spinning from the blow and he 
had the stupid look of one dazed. 

‘ There is no lock to the door,' said the landlord. 

‘There is no need of a lock/ said Wogan, ‘so long as 
one has a chair. The fellow will do very well till the 
morning. But I will take your three candles, for it is not 
likely that I shall sleep.’ 

Wogan smoked his pipe all the rest of the night, reclin- 
ing on a couple of chairs in front of the cupboard. In the 
morning he made his valet walk three miles by his horse’s 
side. The man dared not disobey, and when Wogan 
finally let him go he was so far from the town that, had 
he confederates there, he could do no harm. 

Wogan continued his journey. Towns, it was proved, 
were no safer to him than villages. He began to wonder 
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how it was that no traps had been laid for him on the 
earlier stages of his journey, and he suddenly hit upon 
the explanation. * It was that night/ said he to himself, 

‘ when the Prince sat by the Countess with the list of my 
friends in his hands. The names were all erased but 
three, and against those three was that other name of 
Schlestadt. No doubt the Countess while she bent over 
her harp strings took a look at that list. I must run the 
gauntlet into Schlestadt/ 

Towards evening he came to Stuttgart and rode through 
the Schloss Platz and along the Kdnigstrasse. Wogan 
would not sleep there, since there the Duke of Wurtemberg* 
held his court, and in that court the Countess of Berg was 
very likely to have friends. He rode onwards through the 
valley along the banks of the Nesen brook until he came 
to its junction with the Neckar. 

A mile farther a wooden mill stood upon the river bank ; 
beyond the mill was a tavern, and beyond the tavern stood 
a few cottages. At some distance from the cottages, along 
the road, Wogan could see a high brick wall, and over the 
top the chimneys and the slate roof of a large house. 
Wogan stopped at the tavern. It promised no particular 
comfort — it was a small dilapidated house, but it had the 
advantage that it was free from new paint. It seemed to 
Wogan, however, wellnigh useless to take precautions in 
the choice of a lodging ; danger leaped at him from every 
quarter. For this last night he must trust to his luck; 
and besides there was the splash of the water falling over 
the mill-dam. It was always something to Wogan to fall 
asleep with that sound in his ears. He dismounted 
accordingly, and having ordered his supper asked for a 
room. 

‘You will sleep here?’ exclaimed his host. 
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4 I will at all events lie in bed/ returned Wogan. 

The innkeeper took a lamp and led the way up a narrow 
winding stair. 

4 Have a care, sir/ said he, 4 the stairs are steep.* 

4 I prefer them steep.* 

4 1 am afraid that I keep the light from you, but there 
is no room for two to walk abreast.* 

4 It is an advantage. I do not like to be jostled on the 
stairs. 

The landlord threw open a door at the top of the stairs. 

4 The room is a garret/ he said in apology. 

4 So long as it has no cupboards it will serve my turn.’ 

4 Ah! you do not like cupboards.* 

4 They fill a poor man with envy of those who have 
clothes to hang in them.* 

Wogan ascertained that there were no cupboards. There 
was a key, too, in the lock, and a chest of drawers which 
could be moved very suitably in front of the door. 

4 It is a good garret/ said Wogan, laying down his bag 
upon a chair. 

* The window is small/ continued the landlord. 

4 One will be less likely to fall out/ said Wogan. One 
would also, he thought, be less likely to climb in. He 
looked out of the window. It was a good height from 
the ground ; there was no stanchion or projection in the 
wall, and it seemed impossible that a man could get 
his shoulders through the opening. Wogan opened the 
window to try it, and the sound of some one running came 
to his ears. 

4 Oho/ said he, but he said it to himself. ‘Here’s a 
man in a mighty hurry.’ 

A mist was rising from the ground, the evening, too, 
was dark. Wogan could see no one in the road below, 
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but he heard the footsteps diminishing into a faint patter. 
Then they ceased altogether. The man who ran was 
running in the direction of Stuttgart. 

‘Yes, your garret will do,’ said Wogan in quite a different 
voice. He had begun to think that this night he would 
sleep, and he realised now that he must not. The man 
might be running on his own business ; but this was the 
last night before Wogan would reach his friends. Stuttgart 
was only three miles away. He could take no risks ; and 
so he must stay awake with his sword upon his knees. 
Had his horse been able to carry him farther he would 
have ridden on, but the horse was even more weary than 
its master. Besides, the narrow staircase made his room 
an excellent place to defend. 

‘ Get my supper,’ said he, ‘ for I am very tired.’ 

‘Will your Excellency sup here ? ’ asked the landlord. 

‘By no manner of means,’ returned Wogan, who had it 
in his mind to spy out the land. *1 detest nothing so 
much as my own company.’ 

He went downstairs into the common room and supped 
off a smoked ham and a bottle of execrable wine. While 
he ate, a man came in and sat him down by the fire. The 
man had a hot, flushed face, and when he saluted Wogan 
he could hardly speak. 

‘You have been running,’ said Wogan, politely. 

‘Sir, running is a poor man’s overcoat for a chilly 
evening; besides it helps me to pay with patience the 
price of wine for vinegar,’ and the fellow called the land- 
lord. 

Presently two other men entered, and taking a seat by 
the fire chatted together as though much absorbed in 
their private business. These two men wore swords. 

‘You have a good trade,’ said Wogan to the landlord. 
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‘The mill brings me custom.’ 

It was the first time that ever Mr. Wogan had come 
across corn-dealers who wore swords. But he kept silent 
about this novelty. He pushed his plate away and called for 
a pipe. He thought it might perhaps prove well worth 
his while to study his landlord's clients before he retired 
up those narrow stairs. The three men gave no sign of any 
common agreement, nor were they at all curious as to Wogan. 
If they spoke at all they spoke as strangers speak. But 
while Wogan was smoking his first pipe a fourth man 
entered, and he just gave one quick glance at Wogan. 
Wogan, behind a cloud of tobacco smoke, saw the move- 
ment of the head and detected the look. It might signify 
nothing but curiosity, of course, but Wogan felt glad that 
the stairs were narrow. He finished his pipe and was 
knocking out the ashes when it occurred to him that he 
had seen that fourth man before ; and Wogan looked at 
him more carefully — and though the fellow was disguised 
by the growth of a beard he recognised him. It was the 
servant whom Wogan had seen one day in the Countess of 
Berg’s livery of green and led galloping along the road to 
Prague. 

f I know enough now,' thought Wogan. ‘I can go to 
bed. The staircase is a pretty place with which wc shall 
all be more familur in an hour or two.' He laughed 
quietly to himself with a little thrill of enjoyment. His 
fatigue had vanished. He was on the point of getting up 
from the table when the two men by the fire looked round 
towards the last comer and made room for him upon their 
settle. But he said, c I find the room hot, and will stay by 
the door.’ 

Wogan changed his mind at the words ; he did not get 
up. On the contrary, he filled his pipe a second time very 
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thoughtfully. He had stayed too long in the room, it 
seemed ; the little staircase was after all likely to prove of 
no service. He did not betray himself by any start or 
exclamation, he did not even look up, but bending his 
head over his pipe he thought over the disposition of the 
room. The fireplace was on his right, the door was oppo- 
site to him, the window in the wall at his left. The window, 
he regretfully remarked, was high from the ground and at 
some distance from him. On the other hand he had 
certain advantages. He was in a corner, he had the four 
men in front of him, and between them and himself stood 
a solid table. A loaded pistol was in his belt, his sword 
hung at his side, and his hunting-knife at his waist. Still 
the aspect of affairs was changed. 

c Four men,’ thought he, ‘ upon a narrow staircase are 
merely one man who has to be killed four times, but four 
men in a room are four simultaneous assailants. I need 
O’Toole here, I need O’Toole’s six feet four and the length 
of his arm and the weight of him — these things I need — 
but are there four or only three ? 5 And he was at once 
aware that the two men at the fire had ceased to talk of 
their business. No one indeed was speaking at all, and 
no one so much as shuffled a foot. Wogan raised his head 
and proceeded to light his pipe ; and he saw that all the 
four men were silently watching him, and it seemed to him 
that those four pairs of eyes were unnaturally bright. 

However, he appeared to be entirely concerned with his 
pipe, which, however hard he puffed at it, would not 
draw. 

No doubt the tobacco was packed too tight in the bowl. 
He loosened it, and when he had loosened it the pipe had 
gone out. He fumbled in his pocket and discovered in 
the breast of his coat a letter. This letter he glanced 
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through to make sure that it was of no importance, and 
having informed himself upon the point he folded it into a 
long spill and walked over to the hearth. 

The four pairs of eyes followed his movements. He, 
however, had no attention to spare. He bent down, lit his 
spill in the flame, and deliberately lighted his pipe. The 
tobacco rose above the rim of the bowl like a head of ale 
in a tankard. Wogan, still holding the burning spill in his 
right hand, pressed down the tobacco with the little finger 
of his left, and lighted the pipe again. By this time his 
spill had burned down to his fingers. He dropped the 
end into the fire and walked back to his seat. The four 
pairs of eyes again turned as he turned. He stumbled at 
a crack in the floor, fell against the table with a clatter of 
his sword, and rolled noisily into his seat. When he sat 
down a careful observer might have noticed that his pistol 
was now at full cock. 

He had barely seated himself when the polite man, who 
had come first, hot and short of breath into the room, 
crossed the floor and leaning over the table said with a 
smile and the gentlest voice, 4 1 think, sir, you ought to 
know that we are all very poor men.’ 

‘ I, too/ replied Wogan, 4 am an Irishman.’ 

The polite man leaned farther across the table; his 
voice became wheedling in its suavity. * I think you ought 
to know that we are all very poor men.’ 

4 The repetition of th§ remark/ said Wogan, ‘argues 
certainly a poverty of ideas/ 

5 We wish to become less poor/ 

‘It is an aspiration which has pushed many men to 
creditable feats/ 

‘You can help us/ 

‘ My prayers are at your disposal/ said Wogan. 
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‘By more than your prayers/ and he added in a tone of 
apology : ‘there are four of us.’ 

4 Then I have a guinea apiece for you/ and Wogan thrust 
the table a little away from him to search his pockets. It 
also gave his arm and his body more play. 

‘We do not want your money. You have a letter which 
we can coin.’ 

Wogan smiled. 

‘There, sir, you are wrong.’ 

The polite man waved the statement aside. ‘A letter 
from Prince Sobieski/ said he. 

‘ I had such a letter a minute ago, but I lit my pipe with 
it under your nose.’ 

The polite man stepped back, his three companions 
started to their feet. 

The servant from Ohlau cried out with an oath, ‘It ’s a lie.’ 

Wogan shrugged his shoulders and crossed his legs. 

* Here ’s a fine world/ said he. ‘ A damned rag of a 
lackey gives a gentleman the lie.’ 

‘You will give me the letter/ said the polite man coming 
round the table. He held his right hand behind his back. 

‘You can sweep up the ashes from the hearth/ said 
Wogan, who made no movement of any kind. The polite 
man came close to his side; Wogan, let him come. The 
polite man stretched out his left hand towards Wogan’s 
pocket. Wogan knocked the hand away, and the man’s 
right arm swung upwards from behind his back with a 
gleaming pistol in the hand. Wogan was prepared for 
him ; he had crossed his legs to be prepared, and as the 
arm came round he kicked upwards from the knee. The 
toe of his heavy boot caught the man upon the point of 
the elbow. His arm was flung up, the pistol exploded and 
then dropped on to the floor. That assailant was for the 
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Lime out of action, but at the same moment the lackey 
came running across the floor, his shoulders thrust forward, 
a knife in his hand. 

Wogan had just time to notice that the lackey’s coat was 
open at his breast. He stood up, leaned over the table, 
caught the lapels one in each hand as the fellow rushed at 
him, and lifting the coat up off his shoulders violently 
jammed it backwards down his arms as though he would 
strip him of it. The lackey stood with his arms pinioned 
at the elbows for a second. During that second Wogan 
drew his hunting-knife from his belt and drove it with a 
terrible strength into the man’s chest. 

* There’s a new year’s gift for your mistress, the Countess 
of Berg,’ cried Wogan, and the lackey swung round with 
the force of the blow and then hopped twice in a horrible 
fashion with his feet together across the room as though 
returning to his place, and fell upon the floor, where he lay 
twisting. 

The polite man was nursing his elbow in a corner ; there 
were two others left. These two had swords and had 
drawn them. They leaped over the lackey’s body and 
rushed at Wogan, one a little in advance of the other. 
Wogan tilted the heavy table and flung it over to make 
a barricade in front of him. It fell with a crash, and the 
lower rim struck upon the instep of the leader and pinned 
his foot. His companion drew back ; he himself uttered 
a cry and wrenched at his foot. Wogan with his left hand 
drew his sword from the scabbard, and with the same 
movement passed it through his opponent’s body. The 
man stood swaying, pinned there by his foot and held 
erect Then he made one desperate lunge, fell forward 
across the barricade, and hung there. Wogan parried the 
lunge, the sword fell from the man’s hand and clattered 
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on to the floor within the barricade. Wogan stamped 
upon it with his heel and snapped the blade. He had only 
one opponent left, he thought with relief ; and the thought 
was immediately proved vain. For as he stood facing the 
swordsman, out of the tail of his eye he saw his first polite 
antagonist pick up from the ground the pistol which had 
been kicked from his hand. One small consolation Wogan 
had ; the fellow picked it up with his left hand, his right 
elbow was still useless. But even that consolation failed 
to cheer Wogan for more than a moment. For the fellow 
grasping the pistol by the barrel sidled up towards the table 
waiting for a moment when the swords had crossed, that 
he might make a serviceable use of the butt upon Wogan’s 
unprotected head. Wogan suddenly sprang on to the edge 
of the table, gave one sweeping cut in a circle with his 
sword, and darted across the room. The two men gave 
ground ; Wogan passed between them. Before they could 
strike at his back he was facing them again. He had no 
longer his barricade, but on the other hand his shoulders 
were against the door. 

The swordsman crossed blades with him, and at the first 
pass Wogan realised with dismay that his enemy was a 
swordsman in knowledge as well as in the possession of 
the weapon. He had a fencei’s suppleness of wrist and 
balance of body ; he had a hand of quicksilver ; he pressed 
Wogan hard and without flurry. The blade of his sword 
made glittering rings about Wogan’s and the point struck 
at his breast like an adder. 

Wogan was engaged with his equal if not with his better. 
He was fighting for his life with one man, and he would 
have to fight for it with two. For the polite man was 
already creeping up with the pistol raised along the wall 
at his right. 
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Wogan suddenly pressed upon his opponent, delivering 
thrust upon thrust, and forced him to give ground. As 
the swordsman drew back Wogan swept his weapon round 
and slashed at the man upon his right. But the stroke 
was wide of its mark, and the heavy man struck at the 
sword with his pistol, struck with all his might so that 
Wogan’s arm tingled from the wrist to the shoulder. That, 
however, was the least part of the damage the pistol did. 
It broke Wogan’s sword short off at the hilt. 

Both men gave a cry of delight. Wogan dropped the 
hilt. 

c I have a loaded pistol, my friends ; you have forgotten 
that/ he cried, and plucked the pistol from his belt. At 
the same moment he felt behind him with his left hand for 
the knob of the door. He fired at the swordsman and 
missed, he flung his weapon at the man with the pistol, 
and as he flung it he sprang to the right, threw open the 
door, darted into the passage, and slammed the door to. 

It was the work of a second. The men sprang at 
him as he opened the door; as he slammed it close a 
sword-point pierced the thin panel and bit like a searing 
iron into his shoulder. Wogan uttered a cry ; he heard an 
answering shout in the room, he clung to the handle, 
setting his foot against the wall, and was at once aware 
that some one was moving stealthily in the dark passage 
behind him. That some one, he reflected, must be the 
landlord. Wogan dropped the door handle and turned in 
a violent passion. Possessed by rage he was no longer 
conscious of wound or danger ; he was conscious only of 
superhuman strength. Wogan grappled with the innkeeper 
and caught him about the body. The door of the room, 
now behind him, was flung violently open. Wogan, who 
was wrought to a frenzy, lifted up the man he wrestled with, 
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and swinging lound hurled him headlong through the 
doorway. The two men were already on the threshold. 
The new missile bounded against them, tumbled them one 
against the other, and knocked them sprawling and 
struggling on the floor, 

Wogan burst into a laugh of exultation ; he saw his most 
dangerous enemy striving to disentangle himself and his 
sword. 

‘Aha, my friend/ he cried, ‘you handle a sword very 
prettily, but I am the better man at cock-shies.’ And 
shutting the door to, he ran down the passage into the 
road. 

He had seen a house that afternoon with a high garden 
wall about it a quarter of a mile away. Wogan ran towards 
it. The mist was still thick, and although he could feel 
the blood flowing warm from his wounded shoulder, his 
sustained strength taught him that the wound was not so 
deep. He looked backwards once over his shoulder and 
saw a lantern dancing in the road. He kept doggedly 
running but his pace slackened ; he heard a shout and an 
answering shout behind him. At last he stumbled and 
fell, but as he fell he struck against the sharp corner of the 
wall. He picked himself up and stood labouring his breath 
and dizzy. If he could find an entrance into the garden 
on the other side of that wall 1 He turned off the road to 
the left and ran across a field, keeping close along the side 
of the wall. He came to another corner and turned to the 
right. As he turned he heard voices in the road. The 
pursuers had stopped and were searching with the lantern 
for traces of his passage. He ran along the back of the 
wall, feeling for a projection, a tree, anything which would 
enable him to climb it. The wall was smooth, and though 
the branches of trees swung and creaked above his head 
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their stems grew in the garden upon the other side. He 
was pouring with sweat, his breath whistled, in his ears he 
had the sound of innumerable armies marching across the 
earth, but he stumbled on. And at last, though his right 
side brushed against the wall, he none the less struck 
against it also with his chest. He was too dazed for the 
moment to understand what had happened ; all the breath 
he had left was knocked clean out of his body, he dropped 
in a huddle on the ground. 

In a little he recovered his breath ; he listened and could 
no longer hear any sound of voices ; he began to consider. 
He reached a hand out in front of him and touched the 
wall; he reached out a hand to the right of him and 
touched the wall again. The wall projected then abruptly 
and made a right angle. 

Now Wogan had spent his boyhood at Rathcoffey among 
cliffs and rocks. It had needed an astute seabird to keep 
its eggs out of the reach of Wogan’s fingers in those days. 
This wall, he reflected, could not be more than twelve 
feet high. Would his strength last out ? He came to the 
conclusion that it must. 

He took off his heavy boots and flung them one by one 
over the wall. Then he pulled off his coat at the cost of 
some pain and an added weakness, for the coat was stuck 
to his wounds and had roughly staunched them. He could 
feel the blood again soaking his shirt. There was all the 
more need then for hurry. He stood up, jammed his back 
into the angle of the wall, stretched out his arms on each 
side, pressing with his elbows and hands, and then bending 
his knees crossed his legs tailor fashion, and set the soles 
of his stockinged feet firmly against the bricks on each side. 
He was thus seated as it were upon nothing, but retaining 
his position by the pressure of his arms and feet and his 
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whole body. Still retaining this position, very slowly, very 
laboriously, he worked himself up the angle, stopping now 
and then to regain his breath, now and then slipping back 
an inch. But he mounted towards the top, and after a 
while the back of his head no longer touched the bricks. 
His head was above the coping of the wall. 

It was at this moment that he saw the lantern again, 
just at the corner where he had turned. The lantern 
advanced slowly ; it was now held aloft, now close to the 
ground. Wogan was very glad he had thrown his boots 
and coat into the garden. He made a few last desperate 
struggles; he could now place the palms of his hands 
behind him upon the coping, and he hoisted himself up 
and sat on the wall. 

The lantern was nearer to him ; he lay flat upon his face 
on the coping and then lowering himself upon the garden 
side to the full length of his arms he let go. He fell into 
a litter of dead leaves, very soft and comfortable. He 
would not have exchanged them at that moment for the 
Emperor’s own bed. He lay upon his back and saw the 
dark branches above his head grow bright and green. His 
pursuers were flashing their lantern on the other side, there 
was only the thickness of the wall between him and them. 
He could even hear them whispering and the brushing of 
their feet. He lay still as a mouse ; and then the earth 
heaved up and fell away altogether beneath him. Wogan 
had feinted. 
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CHAPTER VII 

WOGAN IS MISTAKEN FOR A MORE NOTABLE MAN 

TT was still night when Wogan opened his eyes, but the 
“*■ night was now clear of mist. There was no moon, how- 
ever, to give him a guess at the hour. He lay upon his 
back among the dead leaves, and looking upwards at the 
stars, caught as it seemed in a latticework of branches, 
floated back into consciousness. He moved, and the 
movement turned him sick with pain. The knowledge 
of his wound came to him and brought with it a clear 
recollection of the last three nights. The ever-widening 
black strip in the door on the first night, the clutch at his 
throat and the leap from the cupboard on the second, the 
silent watching of those four pairs of eyes on the third, and 
the lackey with the knife in his breast hopping with both 
feet grotesquely across the floor — the horror of these recol- 
lections swept in upon him and changed him from a man 
into a timorous child. He lay and shuddered until in 
every creak of the branches he heard the whisper of an 
enemy, in every flutter of leaves across the lawn a stealthy 
footstep, and behind every tree-stem he caught the flap of 
a cloak. 

Stiff and sore he raised himself from the ground, he 
groped for his boots and coat, and putting them on moved 
cautiously through the trees, supporting himself from stem 
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to stem. He came to the borders of a wide, smooth 
lawn. On the farther side stood the house, a long, two- 
storeyed house with level tiers of windows stretching to 
the right and the left 2 and a bowed tower in the middle. 
Through one of the windows in the ground floor Wogan 
saw the spark of a lamp, and about that window a fan of 
yellow light was spread upon the lawn. 

Wogan at this moment felt in great need of companion- 
ship. He stole across the lawn and looked into the room. 
An old gentleman with a delicate face who wore his own 
white hair was bending over a book at a desk. The room 
was warmly furnished, the door of the stove stood open, 
and Wogan could see the logs blazing merrily. A chill 
wind swept across the lawn, very drear and ghostly. 
Wogan crept closer to the window. A great boarhound 
rose at the old man’s feet and growled, then the old man 
stood up, and crossing to the window pressed his face 
against the panes with his hands curved about his eyes. 
Wogan stepped forward and stood within the fan of light, 
spreading out his arms to show that he came as a sup- 
plicant and with no ill intent. 

The old man spoke a word to his hound, and opened 
the window. 

* Who is it ? 9 he asked, and with a thrill not of fear but 
of expectation in his voice. 

‘A man wounded and in sore straits for his life who 
would gladly sit for a few minutes by your fire before he 
goes upon his way.’ 

The old man stood aside and Wogan entered the room. 
He was spattered from head to foot with mud, his clothes 
were torn, his eyes sunken, his face was of a ghastly pallor 
and marked with blood. 

‘I am the Chevalier Warner,’ said Wogan, ‘a gentleman 
F 
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of Ireland. You will pardon me. But I have gone 
through so much these last three nights that I can barely 
stand/ and dropping into a chair he dragged it up to the 
door of the stove and crouched there shivering. 

The old man closed the window. 

4 I am Count Otto von Ahlen, and in my house you are 
safe as you are welcome. ’ 

He went to a sideboard, and filling a glass carried it to 
Wogan. The liquor was brandy. Wogan drank it as 
though it had been so much water. He was in that con- 
dition of fatigue when the most extraordinary events seem 
altogether commonplace and natural. But as he felt the 
spirit warming his blood he became aware of the great 
difference between his battered appearance and that of the 
old gentleman with the rich dress and the white linen who 
stooped so hospitably above him, and he began to wonder 
at the readiness of the hospitality. Wogan might have 
been a thief, a murderer, for all Count Otto knew. Yet 
the Count with no other protection than his dog had 
opened his window, and at that late hour of the night had 
welcomed him without a word of a question. 

t Sir/ said Wogan, * my visit is the most unceremonious 
thing in the world. I plump in upon you in the dark of 
the morning, as I take it to be, and disturb you at your 
books without so much as knocking at the door.’ 

4 It is as well you did not knock at the door/ returned 
the Count, 4 for my servants are long since in bed, and 
your knock would very likely have reached neither their 
ears nor mine.’ And he drew up a chair and sat down 
opposite to Wogan, bending forward with his hands upon 
his knees. The firelight played upon his pale, indoor face, 
and it seemed to Wogan that he regarded his guest with 
a certain wistfulness. Wogan spoke his thought aloud : — 
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e Yet I might be any hedgerow rascal with a taste for 
your plate, and no particular scruples as to a life or two 
lying in the way of its gratification. * 

The Count smiled. 

c Your visit is not so unexampled as you are inclined to 
think. Nearly thirty years ago, a young man as you are 
came in just such a plight as you, and stood outside this 
window at two o'clock of a dark morning. Even so early 
in my life I was at my books,' and he smiled rather sadly. 
* I let him in and he talked to me for an hour of matters 
strange and dreamlike, and enviable to me. I have never 
forgotten that hour, nor, to tell the truth, have I ever 
ceased to envy the man who talked to me during it, 
though many years since he suffered a dreadful doom and 
vanished from among his fellows. I shall be glad, there- 
fore, to hear your story if you have a mind to tell it me. 
The young man who came upon that other night was 
Count Philip Christopher von Konigsmarck.' 

Wogan started at the mention of this name. It seemed 
strange that that fitful and brilliant man, whose brief, 
passionate, guilty life and mysterious end had made so 
much noise in the world, had crossed that lawn and stood 
before that window at just such an hour, and maybe had 
sat shivering in Wogan's very chair. 

‘ I have no such story as Count Philip von Konigsmarck 
no doubt had to tell,' said Wogan. 

‘Chevalier,' said Count Otto with a nod of approval, 
‘ Konigsmarck had the like reticence, though he was not 
always so discreet, I fear. The Princess Sophia Dorothea 
was at that time on a visit to the Duke of Wurtemberg at 
the palace in Stuttgart, but Konigsmarck told me only that 
he had snatched a breathing space from the wars in the 
Low Countries and was bound thither again. Rumour 
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warned me- afterwards of his fatal attachment. He sat where 
you sit, Chevalier, wounded as you are, a fugitive from 
pursuit. Even the stains and disorder of his plight could 
not disguise the singular beauty of the man or make one 
insensible to the charm of his manner. But I forget my 
duties, 9 and he rose. * It would be as well, no doubt, if I 
did not wake my servants ? 9 he suggested. 

‘Count Otto, 9 returned Wogan with a smile, ‘they have 
their day’s work to-morrow. 9 

The old man nodded, and taking a lamp from a table 
by the door went out of the room. 

Wogan remained alone, the dog nuzzled at his hand, 
but it seemed to Wogan that there was another in the 
room besides himself and the dog. The sleeplessness and 
tension of the last few days, the fatigue of his arduous 
journey, the fever of his wounds, no doubt, had their effect 
upon him. He felt that Konigsmarck was at his side, his 
eyes could almost discern a shadowy and beautiful figure, 
his ears could almost hear a musical vibrating voice. And 
the voice warned him — in some strange unaccountable 
way the voice warned and menaced him. 

‘I fought, I climbed that wall, I crossed the lawn, I 
took refuge here for love of a queen. For love of a queen 
all my short life I lived. For love of a queen I died most 
horribly, and the queen lives, though it would have gone 
better with her had she died as horribly. 9 

Wogan had once seen the lonely castle where that 
queen was imprisoned ; he had once caught a glimpse of 
her driving in the dusk across the heath surrounded by 
her guards with their flashing swords. 

He sat chilled with apprehensions and forebodings. 
They crowded in upon his mind all the more terrible 
because he could not translate them into definite perils 
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which beyond this and that corner of his life might await 
him. He was the victim of illusions, he assured himself, 
at which to-morrow safe in Schlestadt he would laugh. 
But to-night the illusions were real. Konigsmarck was 
with him. Konigsmarck was by some mysterious alchemy 
becoming incorporate with him. The voice which spoke 
and warned and menaced was as much his as Konigs- 
marck’s. * I fought, I climbed that wall, I crossed the lawn, 
I took refuge here for love of a queen. For love of a 
queen all my short life I lived.’ Whose words were those? 
Konigsmarck’s — or Wogan’s? Of whom were they true? 
Of Konigsmarck — yes. But of Wogan too? Lady 
Featherstone had doubtfully asked Charles Wogan whether 
he was frank even to himself. Well, he had never been 
nearer to that frankness than on this night when he 
crouched over Count Otto’s fire, and heard the warning 
sound upon his ears. 

The old Count opened the door and heard Wogan 
muttering to himself as he crouched over the fire. The 
Count carried a basin of water in his hand and a sponge 
and some linen. He insisted upon washing Wogan’s 
wounds and dressing them in a simple way. 

‘They are not deep,’ he said, ‘a few days’ rest and a 
clever surgeon will restore you.’ He went from the room 
again and brought back a tray, on which were the remains 
of a pie, a loaf of bread, and some fruit. 

‘While you eat, Chevalier, I will mix you a cordial, 5 
said he, and he set about his hospitable work. ‘You ask 
me why I so readily opened my window to you. It was 
because I took you for Konigsmarck himself come back as 
mysteriously as he disappeared. I did not think that if he 
came back now his hair would be as white, his shoulders 
as bent, as mine. Indeed, one cannot think of Konigs- 
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marck except as a youth. You had the very look of him 
as you stood in the light upon the lawn. You have, if I 
may say so, something of his gallant bearing and some- 
thing of his grace.* 

Wogan could have heard no words more distressing to 
him at this moment. 

‘ O stop, sir. I pray you stop ! * he cried out violently, 
and noting the instant he had spoken the surprise on 
Count Otto's face. e There, sir, I give you at once by my 
discourtesy an example of how little I merit a comparison 
with that courtly nobleman. Let me repair it by telling 
you, since you are willing to hear, of my night's adventure.' 
And as he ate he told his story, omitting the precise 
object of his journey, the nature of the letter which he had 
burned, and any name which might give a clue to the 
secret of his enterprise. 

The Count Otto listened with his eyes as well as his 
ears ; he hung upon the words, shuddering at each danger 
that sprang upon Wogan, exclaiming in wonder at the 
shift by which he escaped from it, and at times he 
looked over towards his books with a glance of veritable 
dislike. 

c To feel the blood run hot in one's veins, to be bed- 
fellows with peril, to go gallantly forward hand in hand 
with endeavour,' he mused and broke off. 4 See, I own a 
sword, being a gentleman. But it is a toy, an ornament ; 
it stands over there in the corner from day to day, and my 
servants clean it from rust as they will. Now you, sir, I 
suppose ' 

‘My horse and my sword, Count,' said Wogan, ‘when 
the pinch comes, they are one's only servants. It would 
be an ill business if I did not see to their wants.' 

The old man was silent for a while. Then he said 
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timidly, 4 It was for a woman, no doubt, that you ran this 
hazard to-night ? ’ 

‘For a woman, yes.’ 

The Count folded his hands and leaned forward. 

‘Sir, a woman is a strange inexplicable thing to me. 
Their words, their looks, their graceful, delicate shapes, 
the motives which persuade them, the thoughts which 
their eyes conceal, all these qualities make them beings 
of another world to me. I do envy men at times who can 
stand beside them, talk with them without fear, be intimate 
with them, and understand their intricate thoughts.’ 

* Are there such men ? ’ asked Wogan. 

4 Men who love such as Count Konigsmarck and your- 
self.’ 

Wogan held up his hand with a cry. 

4 Count, such men we are told are the blindest of all. 
Did not Konigsmarck prove it ? As for myself, not even 
in that respect can I be ranked with Konigsmarck. I am 
a mere man-at-arms, whose love-making is a clash of steel.’ 

4 But to-night — this risk you ran ; you told me it was for 
a woman.’ 

4 For a woman, yes. For love of a woman, no, no, no,’ 
he exclaimed with surprising violence. Then he rose from 
his chair. 

‘But I have stayed my time,’ said he, ‘you have never 
had a more grateful guest. I beg you to believe it.’ 

Count Otto barely heard the words. He was absorbed 
in the fanciful dreams born of many long solitary evenings, 
and like most timid and uncommunicative men he made 
his confidence in a momentary enthusiasm to a stranger. 

4 Konigsmarck spoke for an hour, mentioning no names, 
so that I who from my youth have lived apart could not 
make a guess. He spoke with a deal of passion; it 
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seemed that one hour his life was paradise and the next 
a hell. Even as he spoke he was one instant all faith and 
the next all despair. One moment he was filled with his 
unworthiness and wonder that so noble a creature as a 
woman should bend her heart and lips from her heaven 
down to his earth. The next he could not conceive any 
man should be such a witless ass as to stake his happi- 
ness on the steadiness of so manifest a weathercock as a 
woman’s favour. It was all very strange talk ; it opened 
to me, just as when a fog lifts and rolls down again, a 
momentary vision of a world of colours in which I had no 
share ; and to tell the truth it left me with the suspicion 
which has recurred again and again that all my solitary 
years over my books, all the delights w r hich the delicate 
turning of a phrase, or the chase and capture of an elusive 
idea, can bring to one may not be worth after all one 
single minute of living passion. Passion, Chevalier 1 
There is a word of which I know the meaning only by 
hearsay. But I wonder at times, whatever harm it works, 
whether there can be any great thing without it. But you 
are anxious to go forward upon your way.’ 

He again took up his lamp, and requesting Wogan to 
follow him unlatched the window. Wogan, however, did 
not move. 

* I am wondering,’ said he, ‘whether I might be yet 
deeper in your debt. I left behind me a sword.* 

Count Otto set his lamp down and took a sword from 
the corner of the room. 

‘I called it an ornament, and yet in other hands it 
might well prove a serviceable weapon. The blade is of 
Spanish steel. You will honour me by wearing it.* 

Wogan was in two minds with regard to the Count. On 
the one hand he was most grateful ; on the other he could 
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not but think that over his books he had fallen into a 
sickly way of thought. He was quite ready, however, to 
wear his sword; moreover, when he had hooked the 
hanger to his belt he looked about the room. 

4 1 had a pistol,* he said carelessly, fi a very useful thing 
is a pistol, more useful at times than a sword.* 

4 1 keep one in my bedroom,* said the Count, setting the 
lamp down, 4 if you can wait the few moments it will take 
me to fetch it.* 

Mr. Wogan was quite able to wait. He was indeed 
sufficiently generous to tell Count Otto that he need not 
hurry. The Count fetched the pistol and took up the 
lamp again. 

4 Will you now follow me ? * 

Wogan looked straight before him into the air and 
spoke to no one in particular. 

4 A pistol is, to be sure, more useful than a sword, but 
there is just one thing more useful on an occasion than 
a pistol, and that is a hunting-knife.* 

Count Otto shook his head. 

4 There, Chevalier, I doubt if I can serve you.* 

4 But upon my word,* said Wogan, picking up a carving 
knife from the tray, 4 here is the very thing.* 

4 It has no sheath.* 

Wogan was almost indignant at the suggestion that he 
would go so far as to ask even his dearest friend for a 
sheath. Besides, he had a sheath, and he fitted the knife 
into it. 

4 Now,* said he pleasantly, 4 all that I need is a sound, 
swift, thoroughbred horse about six or seven years old.* 

Count Otto for the fourth time took up his lamp. 

4 Will you follow me ? * he said for the fourth time. 

Wogan followed the old man across the lawn and round 
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a corner of the house until he came to a long, low building 
surmounted by a cupola. The building was the stable, 
and the Count Otto roused one of his grooms. 

‘Saddle me Flavia/ said he. ‘Flavia is a mare who, 
I fancy, fulfils your requirements/ 

Wogan had no complaint to make of her. She had the 
manners of a courtier. It seemed, too, that she had no 
complaint to make of Mr. Wogan. Count Otto laid his 
hand upon the bridle and led the mare with her rider 
along a lane through a thicket of trees and to a small 
gate. 

‘Here then we part, Chevalier/ said he. ‘No doubt 
to-morrow I shall sit down at my table knowing that I 
talked a deal of folly ill befitting an old man. No doubt 
I shall be aware that my books are the true happiness after 
all. But to-night — well, to-night I would fain be twenty 
years of age that I might fling my books over the hedge 
and ride out with you, my sword at my side, my courage 
in my hand, into the world's highway. I will beg you to 
keep the mare as a token and a memory of our meeting. 
There is no better beast, I believe, in Christendom/ 
Wogan was touched by the old gentleman's warmth. 
‘Count/ said Wogan, ‘I will gladly keep your mare in 
remembrance of your great goodwill to a stranger. But 
there is one better beast in Christendom/ 

‘ Indeed ? And which is that ? * 

* Why, sir, the black horse which the lady I shall marry 
will ride into my city of dreams/ And so he rode off 
upon his way. The morning was just beginning to gleam 
pale in the east. Here was a night passed which he had 
not thought to live through, and he was still alive to help 
the chosen woman imprisoned in the hollow of the hills at 
Innspruck, Wogan had reason to be grateful to that old 
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man who stood straining his eyes after him. There was 
something pathetical in his discontent with his secluded 
life which touched Wogan to the heart. Wogan was not 
sure that in the morning the old man would know that the 
part he had chosen was after all the best. Besides, Wogan 
had between his knees the most friendly and intelligent 
beast which he had ridden since that morning when he 
met Lady Featherstone on the road to Bologna. 

But he had soon other matters to distract his thoughts. 
However easily Flavia cantered or trotted she could not 
but sharply remind him of his wound. He had forty 
miles to travel before he could reach Schlestadt ; and in 
the villages on the road there was gossip that day of a man 
with a tormented face who rode rocking in his saddle as 
though the furies were at his back. 
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CHAPTER VIII 

AT SCHLESTADT 

HTHE little town of Schlestadt went to bed betimes. By 
-*■ ten o’clock its burghers were in their night-caps. A 
belated visitor going home at that hour found his footsteps 
ring upon the pavement with surprising echoes, and traversed 
dark street after dark street seeing in each window, per- 
haps, a mimic moon but no other light unless his path 
chanced to lie through Herzogstrasse. In that street a 
couple of windows on the first floor showed bright and 
unabashed, and the curious passer-by could detect upon 
the blind the shadows of men growing to monstrous giants 
and dwindling to pigmies according as they approached or 
retired from the lamp in the room. 

There were three men in that room booted as for a 
journey. Their dress might have misled one into the 
belief that they were merchants, but their manner of 
wearing it proclaimed them soldiers. Of the three, one, a 
short spare man, sat at the table with his head bent over a 
slip of paper. His peruke was pushed back from his fore- 
head and showed that the hair about his temples was grey. 
He had a square face of some strength and thoughtful 
eyes. 

The second of the three stood by the window. He was, 
perhaps, a few years younger, thirty-six an observer might 
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have guessed to the other’s forty, and his face revealed a 
character quite different. His features were sharp, his 
eyes quick ; if prudence was the predominating quality of 
the first, resource took its place in the second. While the 
first man sat patiently at the table, this one stood impatiently 
at the window. Now he lifted the blind, now he dropped 
it again. 

The third sat in front of the fire with his face upturned 
to the ceiling. He was a tall, big man with mighty legs 
which sprawled one on each side of the hearth. He was 
the youngest of the three by five years, but his forehead at 
this moment was so creased, his mouth so pursed up, his 
cheeks so wrinkled, he had the look of sixty years. He 
puffed and breathed very heavily ; once or twice he sighed 
and at each sigh his chair creaked under him. Major 
O’Toole of Dillon’s regiment was thinking. 

f Gaydon,’ said he suddenly. 

The man at the table looked up quickly. 

* Misset.’ 

The man at the window turned impatiently. 

£ I have an idea.’ 

Misset shrugged his shoulders. 

Gay don said, ‘Let us hear it.’ 

O’Toole drew himself up ; his chair no longer creaked, 
it groaned and cracked. 

‘ It is a lottery,’ said he, e and we have made our fortunes. 
We three are the winners, and so our names are not crossed 
out.’ 

‘ But I have put no money in a lottery,’ objected Gaydon. 

c Nor I,’ said Misset. 

‘And where should I find money either?’ said O’Toole. 

« But Charles Wogan has borrowed it for us and paid it in, 
and so we ’re all rich men. What ’ll I buy with it ? ’ 
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Misset paced the room. 

‘ The paper came four days ago ? ’ he said. 

‘Yes, in the morning.’ 

‘ Five days then,’ and he stood listening. Then he ran 
to the window and opened it. Gaydon followed him and 
drew up the blind. Both men listened and were puzzled. 

‘That’s the sound of horse-shoes,’ said Gaydon. 

‘ But there ’s another sound keeping pace with the horse- 
shoes,’ said Misset. 

O’Toole leaned on their shouldeis, crushing them both 
down upon the sill of the window. 

‘ It is very like the sound a gentleman makes when he 
reels home from a tavern.’ 

‘ Gaydon and Misset raised themselves with a common 
effort springing from a common thought and shot O’Toole 
back into the room. 

‘What if it is ? ’ began Misset. 

‘He was never drunk in his life,’ said Gaydon. 

‘It’s possible that he has reformed,’ said O’Toole; and 
the three men precipitated themselves down the stairs. 

The drunkard was Wogan ; he was drunk with fatigue 
and sleeplessness and pain, but he had retained just enough 
of his sober nature to spare a tired mare who had that day 
served him well. 

The first intimation he received that his friends were on 
the watch was O’Toole’s voice bawling down the street to 
him. 

‘Is it a lottery? Tell me we’re all rich men,’ and he 
felt himself grasped in O’Toole’s arms. 

‘ I ’ll tell you more wonderful things than that,’ stammered 
Wogan, ‘when you have shown me the way to a stable.’ 

‘There’s one at the back of the house,’ said Gaydon. 

‘ I ’ll take the horse.’ 
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‘No/ said Wogan stubbornly, and would not yield the 
the bridle to Gay don. 

O’Toole nodded approval. 

‘There are two things/ said he, ‘a man never trusts to 
his friends. One ’s his horse, t ’other ’s his wife.’ 

Wogan suddenly stopped and looked curiously at 
O’Toole. O’Toole answered the look loftily. 

‘It is a little maxim of philosophy. I have others. 
They come to me in the night.’ 

Misset laughed. Wogan walked thoughtfully on to the 
stable. It was a long building and a light was still burn- 
ing, Moreover a groom was awake, for the door was 
opened before they had come near enough to knock. 
There w r ere twelve stalls, of which nine were occupied, 
and three of the nine horses stood ready saddled and 
bridled. 

Wogan sat down upon a corn-bin and waited while his 
mare was groomed and fed. The mare looked round once 
or twice in the midst of her meal, twisting her neck as far 
as her halter allowed. 

‘ I am not gone yet, my lady/ said he, ‘ take your time. 

Wogan made a ghostly figure in the dim shadowy night. 
His face was of an extraordinary pallor, his teeth chattered, 
his eyes burned. Gaydon looked at him with concern and 
said to the groom, ‘You can take the saddles off. We 
shall need no horses to-night.’ 

The four men returned to the house, and Wogan went 
upstairs first, Gaydon held back the other two at the foot 
of the stairs. 

‘ Not a word, not a question, till he has eaten, or we 
shall have him in bed for a twelvemonth. Misset, do you 
run for a doctor. O’Toole, see what you can find in the 
larder.’ 
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Wogan sat before the fire without a word while O’Toole 
spread the table and set a couple of cold partridges upon 
it and a bottle of red wine. Wogan ate mechanically for a 
little and afterwards with some enjoyment. He picked the 
partridges till the bones were clean and he finished the 
the bottle of wine. Then he rose to his feet with a 
sigh of something very like to contentment and felt along 
the mantelshelf with his hands. O’Toole, however, had 
foreseen his wants and handed him a pipe newly filled. 
While Wogan was lighting the tobacco Misset came back 
into the room with word that the doctor was out upon his 
last rounds but would come as soon as he had returned 
home. The four men sat down about the fire, and Wogan 
reached out his hand and felt O’Toole’s arm. 

‘It is you,’ he said. ‘There you are, the three of you, 
my good friends, and this is Schlestadt. But it is strange,’ 
and he laughed a little to himself and looked about the 
room, assuring himself that this indeed was Gaydon’s 
lodging. 

* You received a slip of paper? ’ said he. 

‘Four days back,’ said Gaydon. 

‘ And understood ? ’ 

‘That we were to be ready.’ 

‘Good.’ 

‘ Then it ’s not a lottery,’ murmured O’Toole, ‘ and we ’ve 
diawn no prizes.’ 

‘Ah, but we are going to,’ cried Wogan. ‘We are safe 
here. No one can hear us, no one can burst in. But I 
am sure of that. Misset knows the trick that will make 
us safe from interruption, eh ? ’ 

Misset looked blankly at Wogan. 

‘Why, one can turn the key,’ said he. 

‘ To be sure,’ said Wogan with a laugh of admiration for 
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that device of which he had bethought himself, and which 
he ascribed to Misset, ‘ if there ’s a key ; but if there ’s no 
key — why, a chair tilted against the door to catch the 
handle, eh?’ 

Misset locked the door, not at all comprehending that 
device, and returned to his seat. 

‘ We are to draw the greatest prize that ever was drawn/ 
resumed Wogan, and he broke off. ‘ But is there a cup- 
board in the room? No matter, I forgot that this is 
Gaydon’s lodging, and Gaydon’s not the man to overlook 
a cupboard. 

Gaydon jumped up from his chair. 

1 But upon my word there is a cupboard/ he cried, and 
crossing to a corner of the room he opened a door and 
looked in. Wogan laughed again as though Gaydon’s 
examination of the cupboard was a very good joke. 

‘There will be nobody in it/ he cried, ‘Gaydon will 
never feel a hand gripping the life out of his throat because 
he forgot to search a cupboard.’ 

The cupboard was empty as it happened. But Gaydon 
had left the door of the street open when he went out to 
meet Wogan ; there had been time and to spare for any 
man to creep upstairs and hide himself had there been a 
man in Schlestadt that night minded to hear. Gaydon 
returned to his chair abashed at his negligence. 

‘We are to draw the biggest prize in all Europe/ said 
Wogan. 

‘ There ! ’ cried O’Toole, ‘ Will you be pleased to remem- 
ber when next I have an idea that I was right ? 7 

‘But not for ourselves/ added Wogan. 

O’Toole’s face fell. 

‘ Oh, we are to hand it over to a third party/ said he. 

‘Yes.’ 

G 



9 8 


CLEMENTINA 


‘Well, after all, that ’s quite of a piece with our luck/ 

‘ Who is the third party ? ’ asked Misset. 

‘ The King/ 

Misset started up from his chair and leaned forward, his 
hands upon the aims. 

£ The King/ said O’Toole; ‘to be sure, that makes a 
difference/ 

Gaydon asked quietly, 4 And what is the prize ? ’ 

‘The Princess Clementina/ said Wogan. ‘We are to 
rescue her from her prison in Innspruck/ 

Even Gaydon was startled. 

* We four 1 ’ he exclaimed. 

‘We four!’ repeated Misset, staring at Wogan. His 
mouth was open, his eyes started from his head, he 
stammered in his speech. ‘We four against a nation, 
against half Europe ! ’ 

O’Toole simply crossed to a corner of the room, picked 
up his sword and buckled it to his waist. 

‘ I am ready/ said he. 

Wogan turned round in his chair and smiled. 

‘I know that/ said he. ‘So are we all — all ready; is 
not that so, my friends? We four are ready/ And he 
looked to Misset and to Gaydon. ‘ Here ’s an exploit, if 
we but carry it through, which even antiquity will be at 
pains to match ! It ’s more than an exploit, for it has the 
sanctity of a crusade. On the one side there’s tyranny, 
oppression, injustice, the one woman who most deserves a 
crown robbed of it. And on the other ’ 

‘There’s the King/ said Gaydon, and the three brief 
words seemed somehow to quench and sober Wogan. 

‘Yes/ said he, ‘there’s the King, and we four to serve 
him in his need. We are few, but in that lies our one 
hope. They will never look for four men but for many. 
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Four men travelling to the shrine of Loretto with the 
Pope’s passport may well stay at Innspruck and escape a 
close attention.’ 

*1 am ready,’ O’Toole repeated. 

‘ But we shall not start to-night There’s the passport 
to be got, a plan to be arranged,’ 

‘Oh, there’s a plan,’ said O’Toole. ‘To be sure there’s 
always a plan.’ And he sat down again heavily as though 
he put no faith in plans. 

Misset and Gaydon drew their chairs closer to Wogan’s 
and instinctively lowered their voices to the tone of a 
whisper. 

‘Is Her Highness warned of the attempt?’ asked 
Gaydon. 

‘ As soon as I obtained the King’s permission,’ replied 
Wogan, ‘ I hurried to Innspruck. There I saw Chateau- 
doux, the chamberlain of the Princess’s mother. Here is 
a letter he dropped in the cathedral for me to pick up.’ 

He drew the letter from his fob and handed it to Gaydon. 
Gaydon read it and handed it to Misset. Misset nodded 
and handed it to O’Toole, who read it four times and 
handed it back to Gaydon with a flourish of the hand as 
though the matter was now quite plain to him. 

‘Chateaudoux has a sweetheart,’ said he sententiously. 
‘Very good, I do not think the worse of him.’ 

Gaydon glanced a second time through the letter. 

‘ The Princess says that you must have the Prince So- 
bieski’s written consent. 

‘ I had last night, but I made a spill of it to light my 
pipe. There were six men against me. Had that been 
found on my dead body, why, there was proof positive 
of our attempt, and the attempt foiled by sure safe- 
guards.’ 
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Misset leaned across Gaydon’s arm and scanned the 
letter. 

f But Her Highness writes most clearly she will not 
move without that sure token of her father’s consent.’ 

Wogan drew from his breast pocket a snuff-box made 
from a single turquoise. 

‘ Here 5 s a token no less sure. It was Prince Sobieski’s 
new year’s gift to me — a jewel unique and in an unique 
setting. This must persuade her. His father, great King 
John of Poland, took it from the Grand Vizier’s tent when 
the Turks were routed at Vienna.’ 

O’Toole reached out his hand and engulfed the jewel. 

‘Sure,’ said he, ‘it is a pretty sort of toy. It would 
persuade any woman to anything so long as she was 
promised it to hang about her neck. You must promise 
it to the Princess, but not give it to her — no, lest when she 
has got it she should be content to remain in Innspruck. 
I know. You must promise it.’ 

Wogan bowed to O’Toole’s wisdom and took back the 
snuff-box. ‘ I will not forget to promise it,’ said he. 

‘But here’s another point,’ said Gaydon. ‘Her High- 
ness, the Princess’s mother, insists that a woman shall 
attend upon her daughter, and where shall we find a 
woman with the courage and strength ? ’ 

‘I have thought of that,’ said Wogan. ‘Misset has a 
wife. By the luckiest stroke in the world Misset took a 
wife this last spring.’ 

There was at once a complete silence. Gaydon stared 
into the fire, O’Toole looked with intense interest at the 
ceiling, Misset buried his face in his hands. Wogan was 
filled with consternation. Was Misset’s wife dead? he 
asked himself. He had spoken lightly, laughingly, and he 
went hot and cold as he recollected the raillery of his 
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words. He sat in his chair shocked at the pain which he 
had caused his friend. Moreover, he had counted surely 
upon Mrs. Misset. 

Then Misset raised his head from his hands and in a 
trembling voice he said slowly, c My boy would only live 
to serve his King. Why should he not serve his King 
before he lives ? My wife will say the like/ 

There was a depth of quiet feeling in his words which 
Wogan would never have expected from Misset ; and the 
words themselves were words which he felt no man, no 
king, however much beloved, however generous to his 
servants, had any right to expect. They took Wogan’s 
breath away, and not Wogan’s only but Gaydon’s and 
O’Toole’s, too. A longer silence than before followed 
upon them. The very simplicity with which they had 
been uttered was startling, and made those three men 
doubt at the first whether they had heard aright. 

O’Toole was the first to break the silence. 

‘ It is a strange thing that there never was a father since 
Adam who was not absolutely sure in his heart that his 
first-born must be a boy. When you come to think philo- 
sophically about it, you ’ll see that if fathers had their way 
the world would be peopled with sons with never a bit of 
a lass in any corner to marry them.’ 

O’Toole’s reflection if not a reason for laughter made a 
pretext for it, at which all — even Misset, who was a trifle 
ashamed of his display of feeling — eagerly caught. Wogan 
held his hand out and clasped Misset’s. 

* That was a great saying,’ said he , c but so much sacrifice 
is not to be accepted.’ 

Misset, however, was firm. His wife, he said, though 
naturally timid, could show a fine spirit on occasion, and 
would never forgive one of them if she was left behind. 
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He argued until a compromise was reached. Misset 
should lay the matter openly before his wife, and the four 
crusaders, to use Wogan’s term, would be bound by her 
decision. 

‘ So you may take it that matter ’s settled,’ said Misset. 
4 There will be five of us.’ 

c Six,’ said Wogan. 

‘There’s another man to join us then?’ said Gaydon. 
— ‘ I have it : your servant Marnier.’ 

‘No, not Marnier, nor any man. It is necessary that 
when once Her Highness is rescued we must get so 
much start as will make pursuit vain. We shall be ham- 
pered with a coach, and a coach will travel slowly over the 
passes of Tyrol. The pursuers will ride horses ; they must 
not come up with us. From Innspruck to Italy, if we have 
never an accident, will take us at the least four days, it will 
take our pursuers three. We must have one clear day 
before Her Highness’s evasion is discovered. Now the 
chief magistrate of Innspruck visits Her Highness’s apart- 
ments twice a day, at ten in the morning and at ten of the 
night. The Princess must be rescued at night, and if her 
escape is discovered in the morning she will never reach 
Italy, she will be behind the bars again.’ 

‘But the Princess’s mother will be left,’ said Gaydon. 

‘ She can plead that her daughter is ill.’ 

‘The magistrate forces his way into the very bedroom. 
We must take with us a woman who will lie in Her 
Highness’s bed with the curtains drawn about her and a 
voice so weak with suffering that she cannot raise it above 
a whisper, with eyes so tired from sleeplessness she cannot 
bear a light near them. Help me in this. Name me a 
woman with the fortitude to stay behind.’ 

Gaydon shook his head. 
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‘ She will remain for the captors to punish as they will. 
I know no woman.’ 

‘Nay/ said Wogan, ‘you exaggerate her danger. Once 
Her Highness is in Bologna safe, the Emperor cannot 
wreak vengeance on a woman; it would be too paltry.’ 
And he now made his appeal to Misset. 

‘No, my friend,’ Misset replied. ‘I know no woman 
with the fortitude.’ 

‘ But you do/ interrupted O’Toole. £ So do I. There 5 s 
no difficulty whatever in the matter. Mrs. Misset has a 
maid. 

* Oho/ said Gaydon. 

4 The maid’s name is Jenny.’ 

* Aha/ said Wogan. 

‘She’s a very good friend of mine.’ 

‘ O’Toole ! ’ cried Misset indignantly. ‘ My wife’s maid 
— a very good friend of yours ? ’ 

‘ Sure she is, and you didn’t know it/ said O’Toole with 
a chuckle. * I am the cunning man after all. She would 
do a great deal for me would Jenny.’ 

‘ But has she courage ? ’ asked Wogan. 

‘ Faith, her father was a French grenadier and her mother 
a vivandibre. It would be a queer thing if she were fright- 
ened by a little matter of lying in bed and pretending to be 
some one else.’ 

‘ But can we trust her with the secret ? ’ asked Gaydon. 

* No ! ’ exclaimed Misset, and he rose angrily from his 
chair. ‘My wife’s maid — O’Toole — O’Toole — my wife’s 
maid. Did ever one hear the like ? ’ 

‘ My friend/ said O’Toole quietly, ‘it seems almost as 
if you wished to reflect on Jenny’s character, which would 
not be right.’ 

Misset looked angrily at O’Toole, who was not at all 



i°4 


CLEMENTINA 


disturbed. Then he said, 4 Well, at all events she gossips. 
We cannot take her. She would tell the whole truth of 
our journey at the first halt.’ 

‘That’s true,’ said O’Toole. 

Then for the second time that evening he cried, ‘I 
have an idea.’ 

‘Well?’ 

‘We’ll not tell her the truth at all. Most like she 
would not come if we told it her. Jenny very likely has 
never heard of Her Highness the Princess, and I doubt 
if she cares a button for the King. Besides, she would 
never believe but that we were telling her a lie. No. 
We’ll make up a probable sort of story and then she’ll 
believe it to be the truth.’ 

‘I have it,’ cried Wogan. ‘We’ll tell her that we are 
going to abduct an heiress who is dying for love of 
O’Toole, and whose merciless parents are forcing her 
into a loveless despicable marriage with a tottering 
pantaloon.’ 

O’Toole brought his hand down upon the arm of the 
chair. 

‘There’s the very story,’ he cried. ‘To be sure you 
are a great man, Charles. The most probable convincing 
story that was ever invented ! Oh ! but you’ll hear Jenny 
sob with pity for the heiress and Lucius O’Toole when 
she hears it. It will be a bad day, too, for the merciless 
parents when they discover Jenny in Her Highness’s bed. 
She stands six feet in her stockings.’ 

‘Six feet ! ’ exclaimed Wogan. 

‘In her stockings,’ returned O’Toole. ‘Her height is 
her one vanity. Therefore in her shoes she is six feet four.’ 

‘Well, she must take her heels off and make herself as 
short as she can.’ 
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‘You will have trouble, my friend, to persuade her to 
that/ said O’Toole. 

* Hush ! ’ said Gaydon. He rose and unlocked the door. 
The doctor was knocking for admission below. Gaydon 
let him in, and he dressed Wogan’s wounds with an 
assurance that they were not deep and that a few days’ 
quiet would restore him. 

‘I will sleep the night here if I may,’ said Wogan as 
soon as the doctor had gone. * A blanket and a chair will 
serve my turn.’ 

They took him into Gaydon’s bedroom, where three 
beds were ranged. 

‘We have slept in the one room and lived together since 
your message came four days ago,’ said Gaydon. ‘ Take 
your choice of the beds, for there ’s not one of us has so 
much need of a bed as you.’ 

Wogan drew a long breath of relief. 

‘ Oh ! but it ’s good to be with you,’ he cried suddenly, 
and caught at Gaydon’s arm. ‘I shall sleep to-mght. 
How I shall sleep ! ’ 

He stretched out his aching limbs between the cool 
white sheets, and when the lamp was extinguished he 
called to each of his three friends by name to make sure 
of their company. O’Toole answered with a grunt on his 
right, Misset on his left, and Gaydon from the corner of 
the room. 

‘But I have wanted you these last three days!’ said 
Wogan. ‘To-morrow when I tell you the story of them 
you will know how much I have wanted you.’ 

They got, however, some inkling of Wogan’s need before 
f the morrow came. In the middle of the night they were 
wakened by a wild scream and heard Wogan whispering in 
an agony for help. They lighted a lamp and saw him 



io 6 


CLEMENTINA 


lying with his hand upon his throat and his eyes starting 
from his head with horror. 

‘ Quick/ said he, * the hand at my throat ! It ’s not the 
letter so much, it’s my life they want.’ 

f It ’s your own hand/ said Gay don, and taking the hand 
he found it lifeless. Wogan’s arm in that position had 
gone to sleep, as the saying is. He had waked suddenly 
in the dark with the cold pressuie at his throat, and in the 
moment of waking was back again alone in the inn near 
Augsburg. Wogan indeed needed his friends. 
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CHAPTER IX 

GAYDON MINDS HIS OWN BUSINESS 

'T'HE next morning Wogan was tossing from side to side 
in a high fever. The fever itself was of no great im- 
portance, but it had consequences of a world-wide influence, 
for it left Wogan weak and tied to his bed ; so that it was 
Gaydon who travelled to Rome and obtained the Pope’s 
passport. Gaydon consequently saw what otherwise Wogan 
would have seen; and Gaydon, the cautious, prudent 
Gaydon, was careful to avoid making an inopportune dis- 
covery, whereas Wogan would never have rested until he 
had made it. 

Gaydon stayed in Rome a week, lying snug and close in 
a lodging only one street removed from that house upon the 
Tiber where his King lived. Secrets had a way of leaking 
out, and Gaydon was determined that this one should not 
through any inattention of his. He therefore never went 
abroad until dark, and even then kept aloof from the 
house which overlooked the Tiber. His business he con- 
ducted through his servant, sending him to and fro between 
Edgar the secretary, and himself. One audience of his 
King alone he asked, and that was to be granted him on 
the day of his departure from Rome. 

Thus the time hung very heavily upon him. From day- 
break to <Jusk he was cooped within a little insignificant 
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room which looked out upon a little insignificant 
street. His window, however, though it promised little 
diversion, was his one resource. Gaydon was a man of 
observation, and found a pleasure in guessing at this and 
that person’s business from his appearance, his dress, and 
whether he went fast or slow. So he sat steadily at his 
window, and after a day or two had passed he began to be 
puzzled. The moment he was puzzled he became in- 
terested. On the second day he drew his chair a little 
distance back from the window and watched. On the 
third day he drew his chair close to the window, but at the 
side and against the wall. In this way he could see every- 
thing that happened, and every one who passed, and yet 
remain himself unobserved. 

Almost opposite to hi^ window stood a small mean house 
fallen into neglect and disrepair. The windows weie 
curtained with dust, many of the panes were broken, the 
shutters hung upon broken hinges, the paint was peeling 
from the door. The house had the most melancholy 
aspect of long disuse. It seemed to belong to no one and 
to be crumbling pitifully to ruin like an aged man who has 
no friends. Yet this house had its uses which Gaydon 
could not but perceive were of a secret kind. On the very 
first day that Gaydon sat at his window a man, who seemed 
from his dress to be of a high consideration, came sauntering 
along that sordid thoroughfare, where he seemed entirely 
out of place, like a butterfly on the high seas. To Gaydon’s 
surprise he stopped at the door, gave a cautious look 
round, and rapped quickly with his stick. At once the 
door of that uninhabited house was opened. The man 
entered, the door was closed upon him, and a good hour 
by Gaydon’s watch elapsed before it was opened again to 
let him out. In the afternoon another man came and was 
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admitted with the same secrecy. Both men had worn 
their hats drawn down upon their foreheads, and whereas 
one of them held a muffler to his face the other had thrust 
his chin within the folds of his cravat. Gaydon had not 
been able to see the face of either. After nightfall he re- 
marked that such visits became more frequent. Moreover, 
they were repeated on the next day and the next. Gaydon 
watched but never got any nearer to a solution of the 
mystery. At the end of the sixth day he was more puzzled 
and interested than ever, for closely as he had watched he 
had not seen the face of any man who had passed in and 
out of that door. 

But he was to see a face that night. 

At nine o'clock a messenger from Edgar the secretary 
brought him a package which contained a letter and the 
passport for these six days delayed. The letter warned 
him that Edgar himself would come to fetch him in the 
morning to his audience with James. The passport gave 
authority to a Flemish nobleman, the Count of Cemes, to 
make a pilgrimage to Loretto with his wife and family. 
The name of Warner had served its turn, and could no 
longer be employed. 

As soon as the messenger had gone Gaydon destroyed 
Edgar's letter, put the passport safely away in his breast, 
and since he had not left his room that day put on his hat. 
Being a prudent man with a turn for economy he also ex- 
tinguished his lamp. He had also a liking for fresh air, 
so he opened the window, and at the same moment the 
door of the house opposite was opened. A tall burly man 
with a lantern in his hand stepped out into the street; he 
was followed by a slight man of a short stature. Both men 
were wrapped in their cloaks, but the shorter one tripped 
on a break in the road and his cloak fell apart. His com- 
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panion turned at once and held his lantern aloft. Just for 
a second the light therefore flashed upon a face, and 
Gaydon at his dark window caught a glimpse of it. The 
face was the face of his King, 

Gaydon was more than ever puzzled. He had only seen 
the face for an instant, moreover he was looking down 
upon it, so that he might be mistaken. He felt, however, 
that he was not, and he began to wonder at the business 
that could take his King to this mysterious house. But 
there was one thing of which he was sure amidst all his 
doubts, Rome was not the safest city in the world for a 
man to walk about at nights. His King would be none 
the worse off for a second guardian who would follow near 
enough to give help, and far enough for discretion. Gaydon 
went down his stairs into the street. The lantern twinkled 
ahead, Gaydon followed it until it stopped before a great 
house which had lights burning here and there in the 
windows. The smaller man mounted the steps and was 
admitted; his big companion with the lantern remained 
outside. 

Gaydon wishing to make sure of his conjectures one way 
or the other walked quickly past him and stole a glance 
sideways at his face. But the man with the lantern looked 
at Gaydon at the same moment. Their eyes met and the 
lantern was immediately held aloft. 

1 It is Major Gaydon.* 

Gaydon had to make the best of the business. He bowed. 

‘ Mr. Whittington, I think ? * 

‘Sir,* said Whittington politely, * I am honoured by your 
memory. For myself I never forget a face though I see 
it but for a moment between the light and the dark, but I 
do not expect the like from my acquaintances. We did 
meet, I believe, in Paris? You are of Dillon's regiment?' 



GAYDON MINDS HIS OWN BUSINESS hi 

* And on leave in Rome/ said Gaydon a trifle hastily. 

* On leave ? * said Whittington idly. ‘ Well, so far as 
towns go Rome is as good as another, though to tell the 
truth I find them all quite unendurable. Would I were 
on leave; but I am pinned here, a watchman with a 
lantern. I do but lack a rattle, though to be sure I could 
not spring it. We are secret to-night, major. Do you 
know what house this is ? ’ 

‘No/ replied Gaydon. ‘But I am waited for and will 
bid you good-night.’ 

He had a thought that the Chevalier, since he would be 
secret, had chosen his watchman rather ill. He had no 
wish to pry and so was for returning to his lodging ; but 
that careless, imprudent man, Whittington, would not lose 
a companion so easily. He caught Gaydon by the arm. 

4 Well, it is the house of Maria Vittoria, Mademoiselle 
de Caprara, the heiress of Bologna, who has only this 
evening come to Rome. And so no later than this evening 
I am playing linkboy, appointed by letters-patent, one 
might say. But what will you? Youth is youth whether 

in a ploughboy or a . But my tongue needs a gag. 

Another word and I had said too much. Well, since you 
will be going, good-night. We shall meet no doubt in a 
certain house that overlooks the Tiber.’ 

* Hardly,’ said Gaydon, 'since I leave Rome to-morrow/ 

6 Indeed ? You leave Rome to-morrow ? 9 said Whitting- 
ton. T would I were as fortunate,’ and he jerked his 
thumb dolefully towards the Caprara Palace. Gaydon 
hesitated for a moment, considering whether or not he 
should ask Whittington to be silent upon their meeting. 
But he determined the man was too incautious in his 
speech. If he begged him not to mention Gaydon’s 
presence in Rome he would remember it the more surely, 
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and if nothing was said he might forget it. Gay don wished 
him good-night and went back to his lodging, walking 
rather moodily. Whittington looked after him and 
chuckled. 

Meanwhile in a room of the house two people sat, one 
the slight, graceful man who had accompanied Whittington 
and whom Gaydon had correctly guessed to be his King, 
the other Maria Vittoria de Caprara. The Chevalier de 
St. George was speaking awkwardly with a voice which 
broke. Maria listened with a face set and drawn. She 
was a girl both in features and complexion of a remarkable 
purity. Of colour, but for her red lips, she had none. 
Her hair was black, her face of a clear pallor which her 
hair made yet more pale. Her eyes matched her hair, and 
were so bright and quick that a starry spark seemed to glow 
in the depths of them. She was a poet’s simile for 
night. 

The Chevalier ended and sat with his eyes turned away. 
Maria Vittoria did not change her attitude nor for a while 
did she answer, but the tears gathered in her eyes and 
welled over. They ran down her cheeks, she did not 
wipe them away, she did not sob, nor did her face alter 
from its fixity. She did not even close her eyes. Only 
the tears rained down so silently that the Prince was not 
aware of them. He had even a thought as he sat with his 
head averted that she might have shown a trifle more of 
distress, and it was almost with a reproach upon his lips 
that he turned to her. Never was a man more glad that 
he had left a word unspoken. This silent grief of tears 
cut him to the heart. 

‘ Maria 1 } he cried, and moved towards her. She made 
no gesture to repel him, she did not move, but she spoke 
in a whisper. 
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c Had His Holiness the Pope consented to our marriage, 
what would I not have done for you ? 9 

The Chevalier stooped over her and took her hand. 
The hand remained inert in his. 

‘ Maria ! 7 

• Would that I were poor ! Would that I were power- 
less 1 Then I should not grieve so deeply. But I am rich 
— so rich. I could have done so much. I am alone — 
so much alone. What would I not have done for you ? ’ 

‘ Maria ! * 

His voice choked upon the word, his lips touched her 
hair, and she shivered from head to foot. Then her hand 
tightened fast upon his, she drew him down almost fiercely 
until he sank upon his knees by her side ; she put an arm 
about his shoulder and held him to her breast. 

‘But you love me,’ she said quickly. ‘Tell me so! 
Say “ I love you, I love you, I love you.” Oh that we both 
could die, you saying it, I hearing it — die to-night, like 
this, my arm about you, your face against my heart ! My 
lord, my lord, 7 and then she flung him from her, holding 
him at arm’s-length. ‘ Say it with your eyes on mine ! I 
can see though the tears fall. I shall never hear the words 
again after to-night. Do not stint me of them, let them 
flow just as these tears flow. They will leave no more 
trace than do my tears.’ 

‘ Maria, I love you,’ said the Chevalier. ‘ How I do love 
you ! 9 He took her hands from his shoulders and pressed 
his forehead upon them. She leaned forward, and in a 
voice so low it seemed her heart was whispering, not her 
mouth, she made her prayer. 

‘Say that you have no room in your thoughts except 

for me. Say that you have no scrap of love ’ He 

dropped her hands and drew away ; she caught him to her. 

II 
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‘ No, no. Say that you have no scrap of love to toss to 
the woman there in Innspruck ! 7 

‘ Maria ! 7 he exclaimed. 

‘Hush!’ said she with a woful smile. ‘To-morrow you 
shall love her— to-morrow I will not ask your eyes to dwell 
on mine or your hand to quiver as it touches mine. But 
to-night love no one but me.’ 

For answer he kissed her on the lips. She took his 
head between her hands and gave the kiss back, gently as 
though her lips feared to bruise his, slowly as though 
this one moment must content her for all her life. 
Then she looked at him for a little, and with a childish 
movement that was infinitely sad she laid his face side by 
side with hers so that his cheek touched hers. 

‘ Shall I tell you my thought ? 7 she asked. ‘ Shall I dare 
to tell you it ? 7 

‘Tell it me ! 7 

‘God has died to-night. Hush! Do not move! Do 
not speak ! Perhaps the world will slip and crumble if we 
but stay still . 7 And they remained thus cheek to cheek 
silent in the room, staring forward with eyes wide open 
and hopeful. The very air seemed to them aquiver with 
expectation. They, too, had an expectant smile upon 
their lips. But there was no crack of thunder overhead, 
no roar of a slipping world. 

The Chevalier was the first to move. 

‘But we are children , 7 he cried, starting up. ‘Is it not 
strange the very pain which tortures us because we are man 
and woman should sink us into children ? We sit hoping 
that a miracle will split the world in pieces ! This is the 
Caprara Palace; Whittington drowses outside over his 
lantern; and to-morrow Gaydon rides with his passport 
northwards to Charles Wogan . 7 
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The name hurt Maria Vittoria like a physical torture. 
She beat her hands together with a cry: C I hate him! 
I hate him ! 5 

* Yet I have no better servant ! 5 

c Speak no good word of him in my ears ! He robs me 
of you.’ 

‘He risks his life for me. 5 

* I will pray that he may lose it. 5 

f Maria! 5 

The Chevalier started, thrilled and almost appalled by 
the violence of her passion. 

c I do pray, 5 she cried. c Every fibre in me tingles with 
the prayer. Oh I hate him ! Why did you give him leave 
to rescue her ? 5 

c Could I refuse ? I did delay him, I did hesitate. 
Only to-day Gaydon receives the passport, and even so 
I have delayed too long. Indeed, Maria, I dare not think 
of the shame, the danger, Her Highness has endured for 
me lest my presence here, even for this farewell, should 
too bitterly reproach me.' 

At that all Maria Vittoria’s vehemence left her. She 
fell to beseechings and entreaties. With her vehemence 
went also her dignity. She dropped upon her knees and 
dragged herself across the room to him. To James her 
humility was more terrible than her passion, for passion 
had always distinguished her and he was familiar with it; 
but with her passion pride had hitherto gone hand in hand. 
He stepped forward and would have raised her from the 
ground, but Maria would have none of his help; she 
crouched at his feet pleading. 

‘You told me business would call you to Spain. Go 
there ! Stay there ! For a little — oh, not for long ! But 
for a month, say, after your Princess comes triumphing 
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into Bologna. Promise me that ! I could not bear that 
you should meet her as she comes. There would be 
shouts, I can hear them. No, I will not have it ! I can 
see her proud cursed face aflush. No ! You think too 
much of what she has suffered. If I could have suffered 
too ! But suffering, shame, humiliation, these fall to 
women, always have fallen. We have learnt to bear them 
so that we feel them less than you. My dear lord, believe 
me ! Her suffering is no great thing. If we love we 
welcome suffering ! Each throb of pain endured for love 
becomes a thrill of joy. If I could have suffered too ! ’ 

It was strange to hear this girl with the streaming eyes 
and tormented face bewail her fate in that she had not 
won that great privilege of suffering. She knelt on the 
ground a splendid image of pain, and longed for pain that 
she might prove thereby how little a thing she made of it. 
The Chevalier drew a stool to her side and seating himself 
upon it clasped her about the waist. She laid her cheek 
upon his knee just as a dog will do. 

‘Sweetheart/ said he, ‘I would have no woman suffer 
a pang for me had I my will of the world. But since that 
may not be I do not believe that any woman could be 
deeper hurt than you are now.* 

* Not Clementina ? ’ 

‘No’ 

Maria uttered a little sigh of content. Her pain gave her 
a sort of ownership of the man who caused it. ‘ Nor can 
she love as deep/ she continued quietly. ‘A Sobicska 
from the snows ! Love was born here in Italy. She 
robs me of you. I hate her/ Then she raised her face 
eagerly. ‘ Charles Wogan may fail/ 

4 You do not know him/ 

‘The cleverest have made mistakes and died for them/ 
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* Wogan makes mistakes like another, but somehow gets 
the better of them in the end. There was a word he said 
to me when he begged for my permission. I told him his 
plan was a mere dream. He answered he would dream it 
true ; he will.’ 

‘ You should have waked him. You were the master, 
he the servant You were the King.’ 

‘And when can the King do what he wills instead of 
what he must ? Maria, if you and I had met before I sent 
Charles Wogan to search out a wife for me ’ 

Maria Vittoria knelt up. She drew herself away. 

* He chose her as your wife ? 1 

‘If only I had had time to summon him back.* 

‘ He chose her — Charles Wogan. How I hate him ! * 

‘I sent him to make the choice.* 

‘And he might have gone no step beyond Bologna. 
There was I not a mile distant ready to his hand ! But 
I was too mean, too despicable * 

‘Maria, hush!* And the troubled voice in which he 
spoke rang with so much pain that she was at once contrite 
with remorse. 

‘My lord, I hurt you, so you see how I am proven 
mean. Give me your hand and laugh to me, laugh with 
your heart and eyes and lips. I am jealous of your pain. 
I am a woman. I would have it all, gather it all into my 
bosom, and cherish each sharp stab like a flower my lover 
gives to me. I am glad of them. They are flowers that 
will not wither. Add a kiss, sweetheart, the sharpest stab, 
and so the chief flower, the very rose of flowers. There, 
that is well/ and she rose from her knees and turned away. 
So she stood for a little, and when she turned again she wore 
upon her face the smile which she had bidden rise in his. 

‘ Would we were free ! * cried the Chevalier. 
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‘But since we are not let us show brave faces to the 
world and hide our hearts, I do wish you all happiness. 
But you will go to Spain. There’s a friend’s hand in 
warrant of the wish.’ 

She held out a hand which clasped his firmly without so 
much as a tremor. 

‘Good-night, my friend,’ said she. ‘Speak those same 
words to me and no word more. I am tired with the day’s 
doings. I have need of sleep, oh, great need of it.’ 

The Chevalier read plainly the overwhelming strain her 
counterfeit of friendliness put upon her. He dared not 
prolong it. Even as he looked at her, her lips quivered 
and her eyes swam. 

‘ Good-night, my friend,’ said he. 

‘But you will go to Spain,’ she said obstinately. ‘You 
will not meet her in Bologna.’ 

To that one petty wish she clung. James was at a loss 
to reconcile its reiteration with the nobility he knew in 
her. But she was set upon the infliction of this humilia- 
tion on her successful rival. She waited till she had her 
answer. Then she conducted him along a wide gallery 
to the great staircase where her lackeys waited. Then he 
bowed to her and she curtsied low to him, but no word 
was spoken by either. This little comedy must needs 
be played in pantomime lest the actors should spoil it 
with a show of broken hearts. 

Maria Yittoria went back to the room. She could have 
hindered Wogan if she had had the mind. She had the 
time to betray him, she knew of his purpose. But the 
thought of betrayal never so much as entered her thoughts. 

She hated him, she hated Clementina, but she was loyal 
to her King. She sat alone in her palace, her chin propped 
upon her hands, and in a little in her wide unblinking eyes 
the tears gathered again and rolled down her cheeks and 
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on her hands. She wept silently and without a movement 
like a statue weeping. 

The Chevalier found Whittington waiting for him, but 
the candle in his lantern had burned out. 

‘ I have kept you here a wearisome long time,’ he said 
with an effort. It was not easy for him to speak upon an 
indifferent matter. 

‘ I had some talk with Major Gaydon which helped me 
to beguile it/ said Whittington. 

‘ Gaydon ! 9 exclaimed the Chevalier, c are you certain ? 9 

‘A man may make mistakes in the darkness/ said 
Whittington. 

e To be sure.’ 

‘And I never had an eye for faces.’ 

c It was not Gaydon then ? 9 said the Chevalier. 

‘It may not have been/ said Whittington, ‘and by the 
best of good fortune I said nothing to him of any signifi- 
cance whatever.’ 

The Chevalier was satisfied with the reply. He had 
chosen the right attendant for this nocturnal visit. Had 
Gaydon met with a more observant man than Whittington 
outside the Caprara Palace he might have got a number of 
foolish suspicions into his head. 

Gaydon, however, was at that moment in his bed saying 
to himself that there were many matters concerning which 
it would be an impertinence for him to have one meddle- 
some thought. By God’s blessing he was a soldier and no 
politician. He fell asleep comforted by that conclusion. 

In the morning Edgar, the Chevalier’s secretary, came 
privately to him. 

‘ The King will receive you now/ said he. ‘ Let us go.’ 

* It is broad daylight. We shall be seen.’ 

‘Not if the street is empty/ said Edgar, looking out of 
the window. 
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The street as it chanced was for the moment empty. 
Edgar crossed the street and rapped quickly with certain 
pauses between the raps on the door of that deserted house 
into which Gaydon had watched men enter. The door 
was opened. ‘Follow me/ said Edgar. Gaydon followed 
him into a bare passage unswept and with discoloured 
walls. A man in a little hutch in the wall opened and 
closed the door with a string. 

Edgar walked forward to the end of the passage with 
Gaydon at his heels. The two men came to a flight of 
stone steps which they descended. The steps led to a 
dark and dripping cellar with no pavement but the mud, 
and that depressed into puddles. The air was cold and 
noisome, the walls to the touch of Gaydon’s hand were 
greasy with slime. He followed Edgar across the cellar 
into a sort of tunnel. Here Edgar drew an end of candle 
from his pocket and lighted it. The tunnel was so low 
that Gaydon, though a shortish man, could barely hold 
his head erect. He followed Edgar to the end and up a 
flight of winding steps. The air grew warmer and dryer. 
They had risen above ground, the spiral wound within the 
thickness of a wall. The steps ended abruptly, there was 
no door visible ; in face of them and on each side the bare 
stone walls enclosed them. Edgar stooped down and 
pressed with his finger on a round insignificant discolora- 
tion of the stone. Then he stood up again. 

‘You will breathe no word of this passage, Major 
Gaydon/ said he. ‘The house was built a century ago 
when Rome was more troubled than it is to-day, but the 
passage was never more useful than now. Men from 
England, whose names it would astonish you to know, 
have trodden these steps on a secret visit to the King. 
Ah!’ From the wall before their faces a great slab of 
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the size of a door sank noiselessly down and disclosed 
a wooden panel. The panel slid aside. Edgar and 
Gaydon stepped into a little cabinet lighted by a single 
window. The room was empty. Gaydon took a peep 
out of the window and saw the Tiber eddying beneath. 
Edgar went to a corner and touched a spring. The stone 
slab rose from its grooves, the panel slid back across it ; 
at the same moment the door of the room was opened and 
the Chevalier stepped across the threshold. 

Gaydon could no longer even pretend to doubt who had 
walked with Whittington to the Caprara Palace the night 
before. It was none of his business, however, he assured 
himself. If his King dwelt with unnecessary emphasis upon 
the dangers of the enterprise it was not his business to 
remark upon it or to be thereby disheartened. The King 
said very graciously that he would hold the major and his 
friends in no less esteem if by any misfortune they came 
back empty-handed. That was most kind of him, but it 
was none of Gaydon’s business. The King was ill at ease 
and looked as though he had not slept a wink the livelong 
night. Well, swollen eyes and a patched pallid face dis- 
figure all men at times, and in any case they were none of 
Gaydon’s business. 

He rode out of Rome that afternoon as the light was 
falling. He rode at a quick trot, and did not notice at the 
corner of a street a big stalwart man who sauntered along 
swinging his stick by the tassel with a vacant look of idle- 
ness upon the passers-by. He stopped and directed the 
same vacant look at Gaydon. 

But he was thinking curiously, ‘Will he tell Charles 
Wogan ? 7 

The stalwart man was Harry Whittington. 

Gaydon, however, never breathed a word about the 
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Caprara Palace when he handed the passport to Charles 
Wogan at Schlestadt. Wogan was sitting propped up with 
pillows in a chair, and he asked Gaydon many questions 
of the news at Rome, and how the King bore himself. 

‘The King was not in the best of spirits/ said Gaydon. 

‘With this/ cried Wogan, flourishing the passport, ‘ we’ll 
find a means to hearten him.’ 

Gaydon filled a pipe and lighted it. 

‘Will you tell me, Wogan ?’ he asked — ‘I am by nature 
curious — Was it the King who proposed this enterprise to 
you, or was it you who proposed it to the King ? ’ 

The question had an extraordinary effect. Wogan was 
startled out of his chair. 

‘What do you mean?’ he exclaimed fiercely. There 
was something more than fierceness in the words — an 
accent of fear it almost seemed to Gaydon. There was 
a look almost of fear in his eyes as though he had let some 
appalling secret slip. Gaydon stared at him in wonder 
and Wogan recovered himself with a laugh. ‘ Faith/ said 
he, ‘it is a question to perplex a man. I misdoubt but we 
both had the thought about the same time. “Wogan,” 
said he, “there’s the Princess with a chain on her leg, so 
to speak,” and I answered him, “a chain’s a galling sort 
of thing to a lady’s ankle.” There was little more said if 
I remember right.’ 

Gaydon nodded as though his curiosity was now satisfied. 
Wogan’s alarm was strange, no doubt, strange and un- 
expected like the Chevalier’s visit to the Caprara Palace. 
Had Wogan forced his King to allow him to attempt this 
rescue? Was the King over-reluctant? Was Wogan 
over-ready ? Gaydon had a glimpse of dark and troubled 
waters, but he turned his face away. They were none of 
his business. 
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CHAPTER X 

A MONTH OF WAITING 

TN an hour, however, he returned out of breath and with 
a face white from despair. Wogan was still writing at 
his table, but at his first glance towards Gay don he started 
quickly to his feet, and altogether forgot to cover over his 
sheet of paper. He carefully shut the door. 

‘You have bad news,’ said he. 

‘There was never worse,’ answered Gaydon. He had 
run so fast, he was so discomposed, that he could with 
difficulty speak. But he gasped his bad news out in 
the end. 

s I went to my brother major to report my return. He 
was entertaining his friends. He had a letter this morning 
from Strasbourg and he read it aloud. The letter said 
a rumour was running through the town that the Chevalier 
Wogan had already rescued the Princess and was being 
hotly pursued on the road to Trent.’ 

If Wogan felt any disquietude he was careful to hide 
it. He sat comfortably down upon the sofa. 

‘I expected rumour would be busy with us,’ said he, 

‘ but never that it would take so favourable a shape.’ 

‘ Favourable 1 9 exclaimed Gaydon. 

‘ To be sure, for its falsity will be established to-morrow, 
and ridicule cast upon those who spread and believed it. 
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False alarms are the proper strategy to conceal the real 
assault. The rumour does us a service. Our secret is 
very well kept, for here am I in Schlestadt, and people 
living in Schlestadt believe me on the road to Trent. I 
will go back with you to the major’s and have a laugh 
at his correspondent. Courage, my friend. We will give 
our enemies a month. Let them cry wolf as often as 
they will during that month, we’ll get into the fold all 
the more easily in the end.’ 

Wogan took his hat to accompany Gaydon, but at that 
moment he heard another man stumbling in a great haste 
up the stairs. Misset broke into the room with a face 
as discomposed as Gaydon’s had been. 

‘Here’s another who has heard the same rumour,’ said 
Wogan. 

‘It is more than a rumour,’ said Misset. ‘It is an 
order, and most peremptory, from the Court of France 
forbidding any officer of Dillon’s regiment to be absent 
for more than twenty-four hours from his duties on pain 
of being broke. Our secret’s out. That ’s the plain truth 
of the matter.’ 

He stood by the table drumming with his fingers in 
a great agitation. Then his fingers stopped. He had 
been drumming upon Wogan’s sheet of paper and the 
writing on the sheet had suddenly attracted his notice. 
It was writing in unusually regular lines. Gaydon, 
arrested by Misset’s change from restlessness to fixity, 
looked that way for a second, too, but he turned his 
head aside very quickly. Wogan’s handwriting was none 
of his business. 

‘We will give them a month,’ said Wogan. ‘No doubt 
we are suspected. I never had a hope that we should 
not be. The Court of France, you see, can do no less 
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than forbid us, but I should not be surprised if it winks 
at us on the sly. We will give them a month, and take my 
word for it, not one of you will be cashiered. 

‘I don't flinch at that,' said Misset, ‘but the secret's out.' 

‘ Then we must use the more precautions,’ said Wogan. 
He had no doubt whatever that somehow he would bring 
the Princess safely out of her prison to Bologna. It could 
not be that she was bom to be wasted. Misset, however, 
was not so confident upon the matter. 

‘ A strange imperturbable man is Charles Wogan,' said 
he to Gaydon and O’Toole the same evening. ‘Did you 
happen by any chance to cast your eye over the paper 
I had my hand on ? ’ 

‘I did not,' said Gaydon in a great hurry. ‘It was 
a private letter, no doubt.' 

‘ It was poetry. There 's no need for you to hurry, my 
friend. It was more than mere poetry, it was in Latin. 
I read the first line on the page, and it ran, “Te, dum 
spernit, arat novus accola ; mox ubi cultam ” ' 

Gaydon tore his arm away from Misset. ‘I'll hear 
no more of it,' he cried. ‘ Poetry is none of my business.' 

‘There, Dick, you are wrong,’ said O'Toole senten- 
tiously. Both Misset and Gaydon came to a dead stop 
and stared. Never had poetry so strange an advocate. 
O’Toole set his great legs apart and his arms akimbo. 
He rocked himself backwards and forwards on his heels 
and toes, while a benevolent smile of superiority wrinkled 
across his broad face from ear to ear. ‘Yes, I've done it,' 
said he, ‘I've written poetry. It is a thing a polite 
gentleman should be able to do. So I did it. It wasn't 
in Latin, because the young lady it was written to didn't 
understand Latin. Her name was Lucy and I rhymed 
her to ‘juicy,' and the pleasure of it made her purple in 
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the face. There were to have been four lines, but there 
were never more than three and a half because I could 
not think of a suitable rhyme to O'Toole. Lucy said she 
knew one, but she would never tell it me.’ 

Wogan’s poetry, however, was of quite a different kind, 
and had Gaydon looked at it a trifle more closely he 
would have experienced some relief. It was all about 
the sorrows and miseries of his unfortunate race and the 
cruel oppression of England. He thought bitterly of 
the many Irish officers sent into exile and killed in the 
service of alien countries ; his sense of injustice grew into a 
passionate sort of despair, and the despair tumbled out of 
him in sonorous Latin verse written in the Virgilian measure. 

How the month passed for James Stuart in Rome may 
be partly guessed from a letter which was brought to 
Wogan by Michael Vezozzi, the Chevalier’s body-servant. 

The letter announced that King George of England had 
offered the Princess Clementina a dowry of ^100,000 if 
she would marry the Prince of Baden, and that the 
Prince of Baden with a numerous following was already 
at Innspruck to prosecute his suit. 

‘I do not know but what Her Highness,’ he wrote, 
‘will receive the best consolation for her sufferings on 
my account if she accepts so favourable a proposal, rather 
than run so many hazards as she must needs do as my 
wife. For myself I have been summoned most urgently 
into Spain and am travelling thither on the instant.’ 

Wogan could make neither head nor tail of the letter. 
Why should the King go to Spain at the time when the 
Princess Clementina might be expected at Bologna? It 
was plain that he did not expect Wogan would succeed. 
He was disheartened. Wogan came to the conclusion 
that there was the whole meaning of the letter. 
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Misset and his wife, on the other hand, drove forward 
to the town of Colmar, where they bought a travelling 
carriage and the necessaries for the journey. 

O’Toole spent his month in polishing his pistols and 
sharpening his sword. It is true that he had to persuade 
Jenny to bear them company, but that was the work of 
an afternoon. He told her the story of the rich Austrian 
heiress, promised her a hundred guineas and a damask 
gown, gave her a kiss, and the matter was settled. 

Jenny passed her month in a delicious excitement. She 
was a daughter of the camp and had no fears whatever. 
She was a conspirator ; she was trusted with a tremendous 
secret; she was to help the beautiful and enormous 
O’Toole to a rich and lovely wife ; she was to outwit an 
old curmudgeon of an uncle ; she was to succour a maiden 
heart-broken and imprisoned. Jenny was quite uplifted. 
Never had a maid-servant been born to so high a destiny. 
Her only difficulty was to keep silence, and when the 
silence became no longer endurable she would run on 
some excuse or another to Wogan and divert him with 
the properest sentiments. 

‘To me/ she would cry, ‘there’s nothing sinful in 
changing clothes with the beautiful mistress of O’Toole. 
Christian charity says we are to make others happy. I 
am a Christian, and as to the uncle he can go to the 
devil ! 

There remains yet one other who had most reason of 
all to repine at the delay, the Princess Clementina. Her 
mother wearied her with perpetual complaints, the Prince 
of Baden, who was allowed admittance to the villa, per- 
secuted hei with his attentions ; she knew nothing of what 
was planned for her escape, and the rigorous confinement 
was not relaxed. It was not a happy time for Clementina, 
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Yet she was not entirely unhappy. A thought had come 
to her and stayed with her which called the colour to her 
cheeks and a smile to her lips. It accounted to her for 
the delay; her pride was restored by it; because of it 
she became yet more patient with her mother, more 
gentle with the Prince of Baden, more good-humoured 
to her gaolers. It sang at her heart like a bird, it 
lightened in her grey eyes. It had come to her one 
sleepless night and the morning had not revealed it as 
a mere phantasy born of the night. The more she pon- 
dered it the more certain was she of its truth. Her King 
was coming himself at the hazard of his life to rescue her. 
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CHAPTER XI 

THE PRINCE OF BADEN VISITS CLEMENTINA 

^THEREFORE she waited in patience. It was still winter 
1 at Innspruck though the calendar declared it to be 
spring. April was budless and cold, a month of storms ; the 
snow drifted deep along the streets, and M. Chateaudoux 
was much inconvenienced during his promenades in the 
afternoon. He would come back with most reproachful 
eyes for Clementina in that she clung stubbornly to her 
vagabond exile and refused so fine a match as the Prince 
of Baden. On the afternoon of the 25th, however, 
Clementina read more than reproach in his eyes, more 
than discomfort in the agitation of his manner. The little 
chamberlain was palpably afraid. 

Clementina guessed the reason of his fear. 
c He has come ! ’ she cried. The exultation of her voice, 
the deep breath she drew, the rush of blood to her face, 
and the sudden dancing light in her eyes showed how 
much constraint she had set upon herself. She was like 
an ember blown to a flame. * You were stopped in your 
walk. You have a message for me. He has come l 9 
The height of her joy was the depth of Chateaudoux’s 
regret. 

‘I was stopped in my walk,’ said he, £ but not by the 
Chevalier Wogan. Who the man was I do not know.’ 

1 
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‘ Can you not guess ? ’ cried Clementina. 

‘ I will not trust a stranger/ said her mother. 

‘Will you not?’ asked Clementina with a smile. 
4 Describe him to me/ 

1 His face was wrinkled/ said Chateaudoux. 

‘ It was disguised/ 

‘ His figure was slight and not over tall/ 

M. Chateaudoux gave a fairly accurate description of 
Gaydon. 

* I know no one whom the portrait fits/ said the mother, 
and again Clementina cried — 

* Can you not guess ? Then, mother, I will punish you. 
For though I know — in very truth I know — I will not tell 
you/ She turned back to Chateaudoux. ‘Well, his 
message? He did fix a time, a day, an hour, for my 
escape? 3 

‘The 27th is the day, and at eight o’clock of the night/ 

‘ I will be ready/ 

‘ He will come here to fetch your Highness. Meanwhile 
he prays your Highness to fall sick and keep your bed/ 

‘I can choose my malady/ said Clementina. ‘It will 
not all be counterfeit, for indeed I shall fall sick of joy. 
But why must I fall sick? 3 

* He brings a woman to take your place, who, lying in 
bed with the curtains drawn, will the later be discovered/ 

The Princess’s mother saw here a hindrance to success, 
and eagerly she spoke of it. 

‘ How will the woman enter ? How, too, will my daughter 
leave ? 3 

M. Chateaudoux coughed and hemmed in a great con- 
fusion. He explained in delicate hints that he himself was 
to bribe the sentry at the door to let her pass for a few 
moments into the house. The Princess broke into a laugh. 
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* Her name is Friederika, 1 11 warrant ’ she cried. * My 
poor Chateaudoux, they will give you a sweetheart. It 
is most cruel. Well, Friederika, thanks to the sentry’s 
fellow-feeling for a burning heart, Friederika slips in at the 
door.’ 

‘Which I have taken care should stand unlatched. She 
changes clothes with your Highness, and your High- 
ness * 

‘Slips out in her stead.’ 

‘But he is to come for you, he says,’ exclaimed her 
mother. ‘ And how will he do that ? Besides, we do not 
know his name. And there must be a fitting companion 
who will travel with you. Has he that companion ? ’ 

‘Your Highness,’ said Chateaudoux, ‘upon all these 
points he bade me say you should be satisfied. All he 
asks is that you will be ready at the time.’ 

A gust of hail struck the window and made the room 
tremble. Clementina laughed ; her mother shivered. 

‘ The Prince of Baden,’ said she with a sigh. Clemen- 
tina shrugged her shoulders. 

‘ A Prince,’ said Chateaudoux persuasively, ‘ with much 
territory to his princeliness.’ 

* A vain, fat, pudgy man,’ said Clementina. 

‘A sober, honest gentleman,’ said the mother. 

‘ A sober butler to an honest gentleman,’ said Clementina. 

‘ He has an air,’ said Chateaudoux. 

He has indeed/ replied Clementina, ‘as though he 
handed himself upon a plate to you, and said, “ Here is a 
miracle. Thank God for it I ” Well, I must take to my 
bed. I am very ill. I have a fever on me, and that’s 
truth.’ 

She moved towards the door, but before she had reached 
it there came a knocking on the street door below. 
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Clementina stopped; Chateaudonx looked out of the 
window. 

* It is the Prince’s carriage/ said he. 

c I will not see him/ exclaimed Clementina. 

*My child, you must/ said her mother, e if only for the 
last time.’ 

6 Each time he comes it is for the last time, yet the next 
day sees him still in Innspruck. My patience and my 
courtesy are both outworn. Besides, to-day, now that I 
have heard this great news we have waited for — how 
long? — Oh mother, mother, I cannot. I shall betray 
myself.’ 

The Princess’s mother made an effort. 

4 Clementina, you must receive him. I will have it so. 
I am your mother. I will be your mother/ she said in a 
tremulous tone as though the mere utterance of the com- 
mand frightened her by its audacity. 

Clementina was softened on the instant. She ran across 
to her mother’s chair, and kneeling by it said with a laugh, 

* So you shall. I would not barter mothers with any girl 
in Christendom. But you understand. I am pledged in 
honour to my King. I will receive the Prince, but indeed 
I would he had not come/ and rising again she kissed her 
mother on the forehead. 

She received the Prince of Baden alone. He was a 
stout man of much ceremony, and took some while to 
elaborate a compliment upon Clementina’s altered looks. 
Before, he had always seen her armed and helmeted with 
dignity; now she had much ado to keep her lips from 
twitching into a smile, and the smile in her eyes she could 
not hide at all. The Prince took the change to himself. 
His persistent wooing had not been after all in vain. 
He was not, however, the man to make the least of his 
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sufferings in the pursuit which seemed to end so pleasantly 
to-day. 

* Madam/ he said with his grandest air, 4 1 think to have 
given you some proof of my devotion. Even on this 
inclement day I come to pay my duty though the streets 
are deep in snow.’ 

‘Oh, sir/ exclaimed Clementina, ‘then your feet are 
wet Never run such risks for me ! I would have no man 
weep on my account though it were only from a cold in 
the head/ 

The Prince glanced at Clementina suspiciously. Was 
this devotion ? He preferred to think so. 

‘Madam, have no fears/ said he tenderly, wishing to 
set the anxious creature at her ease. ‘ I drove here in my 
carriage/ 

‘ But from the carriage to the door you walked ? ? 

‘No, madam, I was carried/ 

Clementina’s lips twitched again. 

‘I would have given much to have seen you carried/ 
she said demurely. ‘I suppose you would not repeat 

the . No, it would be to ask too much. Besides, 

from my windows here in the side of the house I could 
not see/ And she sighed deeply. 

The fatuous gentleman took comfort from the sigh. 

‘Madam, you have but to say the word and your 
windows shall look whichever way you will/ 

Clementina, however, did not say the word. She merely 
sighed again. The Prince thought it a convenient moment 
to assert his position. 

‘I have stayed a long while in Innspruck, setting my 
constancy which bade me stay, above my dignity which 
bade me go. For three months I have stayed — a long 
while, madam/ 
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‘ I do not think three years could have been longer/ said 
Clementina with the utmost sympathy. 

* So now in the end I have called my pride to help me. 

‘The noblest gift that heaven has given a man/ said 
Clementina fervently. 

The Prince bowed low, Clementina curtsied majestically. 

‘Will you give me your hand/ said he, ‘as far as your 
window? * 

‘Certainly, sir, and out of it.’ 

Clementina laid her hand in his. The Prince strutted 
to the window, Clementina solemnly kept pace with him. 

‘What do you see? A sentinel fixed there guarding 
you. At the door stands a second sentinel. Answer me 
as I would be answered, your window and your door are 
free. Refuse me, and I travel into Italy. My trunks are 
already packed.’ 

‘ Neatly packed, I hope/ said Clementina. Her cheek 
was flushed, her lips no longer smiled. But she spoke 
most politely, and the Prince was at a loss. 

‘Will you give me your hand/ said she, ‘as far as my 
table ? ’ 

The Prince doubtfully stretched out his hand, and 
the couple paced in a stately fashion to Clementina’s 
table. 

‘What do you see upon my table?’ said she with some- 
thing of the Prince’s pomposity. 

‘A picture/ said he reluctantly. 

‘Whose?’ 

‘The Pretender’s/ he answered with a sneer. 

‘The King’s/ said she pleasantly. ‘His picture is fixed 
there guarding me. Against my heart there lies a second. 
I wish your Highness all speed to Italy.’ 

‘She dropped his hand, and bowed to him again in sign 
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that the interview was ended. The Prince had a final 
argument. 

‘You refuse a dowry of 100, 000. I would have you 
think of that’ 

‘ Sir, you think of it for both of us.’ 

The Prince drew himself up to his full stature. 

‘ I have your answer, then ? 5 

‘You have, sir. You had it yesterday, and, if I re- 
member right, the day before. 5 

1 1 will stay yet two more days. Madam, you need not 
fear. I shall not importune you. I give you those two 
days for reflection. Unless I hear from you I shall leave 
Innspruck 5 

‘ In two days’ time ? 5 suddenly exclaimed Clementina. 

‘On the evening of the 27th,’ said the Prince. 

Clementina laughed softly in a way which he did not 
understand. She was altogether in a strange incompre- 
hensible mood that afternoon, and when he learnt next day 
that she had taken to her bed he was not surprised. 
Perhaps he was not altogether grieved. It seemed right 
that she should be punished for her stubbornness. Punish- 
ment might soften her. 

But no message came to him during those two days, and 
on the morning of the 27 th he set out for Italy. 

At the second posting stage, which he reached about 
three of the afternoon, he crossed a hired carriage on its 
way to Innspruck. The carriage left the inn door as the 
Prince drove up to it. He noticed the monumental size of 
the coachman on the box, he saw also that a man and two 
women were seated within the carriage, and that a servant 
rode on horseback by the door. The road, however, was 
a busy one, day and night travellers passed up and down ; 
the Prince gave only a passing scrutiny to that carriage 
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rolling down the hill to Innspruck. Besides, he was 
acquainted neither with Gaydon, who rode within the 
carriage, nor with Wogan, the servant at the door, nor with 
O’Toole, the fat man on the box. 

At nightfall the Prince came to Nazareth, a lonely village 
amongst the mountains with a single tavern, where he 
thought to sleep the night. There was but one guest-room, 
however, which was already bespoken by a Flemish lady, 
the Countess of Cernes, who had travelled that morning to 
Innspruck to fetch her niece. 

The Prince grumbled for a little, since the evening was 
growing stormy and wild, but there was no remedy. He 
could not dispute the matter, for he was shown the 
Countess’s berlin waiting ready for her return. A servant 
of the Count’s household also had been left behind at 
Nazareth to retain the room, and this man, while using all 
proper civilities, refused to give up possession. The Prince 
had no acquaintance with the officers of Dillon’s Irish 
regiment, so that he had no single suspicion that Captain 
Misset was the servant He drove on for another stage, 
where he found a lodging. 

Meanwhile the hired carriage rolled into Innspruck, and 
a storm of extraordinary violence burst over the country. 
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CHAPTER XII 

THE NIGHT OF THE 27TH. IN THE STREETS OF INNSPRUCK. 

T N fact, just about the time when the Prince’s horses were 
^ being unharnessed from his carriage on the heights of 
Mount Brenner, the hired carriage stopped before a little 
inn under the town wall of Innspruck hard by the bridge. 
And half an hour later, when the Prince was sitting down 
to his supper before a blazing fire, and thanking his stars 
that on so gusty and wild a night he had a stout roof above 
his head, a man and a woman came out from the little 
tavern under the town wall and disappeared into the dark- 
ness. They had the streets to themselves, for that night 
the city was a whirlpool of the winds. Each separate 
chasm in the encircling hills was a mouth to discharge a 
separate blast. The winds swept down into the hollow 
and charged in a riotous combat about the squares and 
lanes ; at each corner was an ambuscade, and everywhere 
they clashed with artilleries of hail and sleet. 

The man and woman staggered hand in hand and 
floundered in the deep snow. They were soaked to the 
skin, frozen by the cold, and whipped by the stinging hail. 
Though they bent their heads and bodies, though they 
clung hand in hand, though they struggled with all their 
strength, there were times when they could not advance a 
foot and must needs wait for a lull in the shelter of a porch. 
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At such times the man would perhaps quote a line of 
Virgil about the cave of the winds, and the woman curse 
like a grenadier. They, however, were not the only people 
who were distressed by the storm. 

Outside the villa in which the Princess was imprisoned 
stood the two sentinels, one beneath the window, the other 
before the door. There were icicles, upon their beards ; 
they were so shrouded in white they had the look of snow 
men built by schoolboys. Their coats of frieze could 
not keep out the searching sleet, nor their caps protect 
their ears from the intolerable cold. Their hands 
were so numbed they could not feel the muskets which 
they held. 

The sentinel before the door suffered the most, for 
whereas his companion beneath the window had nothing 
but the house wall before his eyes, he, on his part, could 
see on the other side of the alley of trees the red blinds of 
‘The White Chamois/ that inn which the Chevalier de 
St. George had mentioned to Charles Wogan. The red 
blinds shone very cheery and comfortable upon that stormy 
night. The sentinel envied the men gathered in the 
warmth and light behind them, and cursed his own miser- 
able lot as heartily as the woman in the porch did hers. 
The red blinds made it unendurable. He left his post and 
joined his companion. 

* Rudolf/ he said, bawling into his ear, ‘ Come with me ! 
Our birds will not fly away to-night.’ 

The two sentries came to the front of the house and 
stared at the red-litten blinds. 

‘What a night 1’ cried Rudolf. ‘Not a citizen would 
thrust his nose out of doors/ 

‘Not even the little Chateaudoux’s sweetheart replied 
the- other with a grin. 
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They stared again at the red blinds, and in a lull of the 
wind a clock struck nine. 

‘There is an hour before the magistrate comes,’ said 
Rudolf. 

‘You take that hour,’ said his companion, ‘I will have 
the hour after the magistrate has gone.’ 

Rudolf ran across to the inn. The sentinel at the door 
remained behind. Both men were pleased, Rudolf because 
he had his hour immediately, his fellow-soldier because 
once the magistrate had come and gone he would take as 
long as he pleased. 

Meanwhile, the man and woman hand in hand drew 
nearer to the villa, but very slowly. For, apart from the 
weather’s hindrances, the woman’s anger had grown. She 
stopped, she fell down when there was no need to fall, she 
wept, she struggled to free her hand, and finally, when they 
had taken shelter beneath a portico, she sank down on the 
stone steps, and with many oaths and many tears refused to 
budge a foot. Strangely enough it was not so much the 
inclemency of the night or the danger of the enterprise 
which provoked this obstinacy, as some outrage and dis- 
honour to her figure. 

‘You may talk all night,’ she cried between her sobs, 
‘about O’Toole and his beautiful German. They can go 
hang for me ! Iam only a servant, I know. I am poor, I 
admit it. But poverty isn’t a crime. It gives no one the 
right to make a dwarf of me. No 1 no I ’ — this as Wogan 
bent down to lift her from the ground — ‘ plague on you all. 
I will sit here and die, and when I am found frozen and 
dead perhaps you will be sorry for your cruelty to a poor 
girl who wanted nothing better than to serve you.’ Here 
Jenny was so moved by the piteousness of her fate that her 
tears broke out again. She wept loudly. Wogan was in 
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an extremity of alarm lest some one should pass or the 
people of the house be aroused. He tried most tenderly 
to comfort her. She would have none of his consolations. 
He took her in his arms and raised her to her feet She 
swore more loudly than she had wept, she kicked at his 
legs, she struck at his head with her fist. In another 
moment she would surely have cried murder. Wogan had 
to let her sink back upon the steps, where she fell to 
whimpering. 

* I am not beautiful, I know, I never boasted that I was ; 
but I have a figure and limbs that a painter would die to 
paint. And what do you make of me ? A maggot, a thing 
all body like a nasty bear. Oh curse the day that I set 
out with such tyrants! A pretty figure of fun I should 
make before your beautiful German, covered with mud to 
the knees. No, you shall hang me first ! Why couldn’t 
O’Toole do his own work, the ninny, I hate him ! He’s 
tall enough, the great donkey; but no, I must do it who 
am shorter, and even then not short enough for him and 
you, but you must drag me through the dirt without 
heels ! ’ 

Wogan let her run on ; he was at his wits’ end what to 
do. All this turmoil, these tears, these oaths and blows, 
came from nothing more serious than this, that Jenny, to 
make her height less remarkable, must wear no heels. It 
was ludicrous, it was absurd, but none the less the whole 
expedition, carried to the very point of completion, must 
fail, utterly and irretrievably fail, because Jenny would not 
for one day go without her heels. The Princess must 
remain in her prison at Innspruck ; the Chevalier must lose 
his wife ; the exertions of Wogan and his friends, their risks, 
their ingenuity, must bear no fruit, because Jenny would 
not show herself three inches short of her ordinary height. 
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O’Toole had warned him there would be a difficulty ; but 
that the difficulty should become an absolute hindrance, 
should spoil a scheme of so much consequence, that was 
inconceivable. 

Yet there was Jenny sobbing her heart out on the steps 
not half a mile from the villa; the minutes were passing; 
the inconceivable thing was true. Wogan could have torn 
his hair in the rage of his despair. He could have laughed 
out loudly and passionately until even on that stormy night 
he brought the guard. He thought of the perils he had 
run, the difficulties he had surmounted. He had outwitted 
the Countess de Berg and Lady Featherstone, he had per- 
suaded the reluctant Prince Sobieski, he had foiled his 
enemies on the road to Schlestadt, he had made his plans, 
he had gathered his friends, he had crept out with them 
from Strasbourg, yet in the end they had come to Inn- 
spruck to be defeated because Jenny would not go without 
her heels. Wogan could have wept like Jenny. 

But he did not. On the contrary, he sat down by her 
side on the steps and took her hand, gentle as a sheep. 

‘You are in the right of it, Jenny,’ said he in a most 
remorseful voice. 

Jenny looked up. 

‘Yes,’ he continued. ‘I was in the wrong. O’Toole is 
the most selfish man in the whole world. Cowardly, too ! 
But there never was a selfish man who was not at heart a 
bit of a coward. Sure enough sooner or later the coward- 
ice comes out. It is a preposterous thing that O’Toole 
should think that you and I are going to rescue his heiress 
for him while he sits at his ease by the inn fire. No ; let 
us go back to him and tell him to his face the selfish 
cowardly man he is/ 

It seemed, however, that Jenny was not entirely pleased 
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to hear her own sentiments so frankly uttered by Mr. 
Wogan. Besides, he seemed to exaggerate them, for she 
said with a little reluctance, * I would not say that he was 
a coward.’ 

* But I would,’ exclaimed Wogan hotly. * Moreover I do. 
With all my heart I say it. A great lubberly monster of a 
coward. He is envious, too, Jenny.’ 

Jenny had by this time stopped weeping. 

1 Why envious ? ’ she asked with an accent of rebellion 
which was very much to Wogan’s taste. 

‘ It ’s as plain as the palm of my hand. Why should he 
make a dwarf of you, Jenny — for it’s the truth he has done 
that ; he has made a little dwarf out of the finest girl in the 
land by robbing her of her heels.’ Jenny was on the point 
of interrupting with some indignation, but Wogan would 
not listen to her. ‘A dwarf,’ he continued, ‘it was your 
own word, Jenny. I could say nothing to comfort you 
when you spoke it, for it was so true and suitable an epithet. 
A little dwarf he has made of you, all body and no legs like 
a bear, a dwarf-bear, of course, and why, if it is not that 
he envies you your figure and is jealous of it in a mean 
and discreditable way? Sure he wants to have all the 
looks and to appear quite incomparable to the eyes of his 
beautiful German. So he makes a dwarf of you, a little 
bear-dwarf ’ 

Jenny, however, had heard this phrase often enough by 
now. She interrupted Wogan hotly, and it seemed her 
anger was now as much directed against him as it had been 
before against O’Toole. 

‘ He is not envious,’ said she. ‘A fine friend he has in 
you, I am thinking. He has no need to be envious. 
Captain O’Toole could carry me to the house in his arms 
if he wished, which is more than you could do if you tried 
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till midday to-morrow/ and she turned her shoulder to 
Woganjwho, in no way abashed by her contempt, cried 
triumphantly — 

‘ But he didn’t wish. He let you drag through the mud 
and snow without so much as a patten to keep you off the 
ground. Why? Tell me that, Jenny! Why didn’t he 
wish?’ 

Jenny was silent. 

‘You see, if he is not envious, he is at all events a 
coward,’ argued Wogan, ‘ else he would have run his own 
risks and come in your stead.’ 

‘ But that would not have served,’ cried Jenny. It was 
was her turn now to speak triumphantly. ‘How could 
O’Toole have run away with his heiress and at the same 
time remained behind in her bed to escape suspicion, as 
I am to do ? 

‘ I had forgotten that, to be sure,’ said Wogan meekly. 

Jenny laughed derisively. 

‘O’Toole is the man with the head on his shoulders,’ 
said she. 

‘And a pitiful, calculating head it is/ exclaimed Wogan. 
‘Think of the inconvenience of your position when you 
are discovered to-morrow. Think of the angry uncle! 
O’Toole has thought of him and so keeps out of his way. 
Here’s a nice world where hulking, shapeless giants like 
O’Toole hide themselves from angry uncles behind a dwarf- 
girl’s petticoats. Bah! We will go back and kick 
O’Toole.’ 

Wogan rose to his feet. Jenny did not move; she sat 
and laughed scornfully. 

‘ You kick O’Toole ! You might once if he happened to 
be asleep. But he would take you up by the scruff of the 
neck and the legs and beat your face against your knees 
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until you were dead. Besides, what do I care for an angry 
uncle? I am well paid to put up with his insults.’ 

‘Well paid!’ said Wogan with a sneer. ‘A hundred 
guineas and a damask gown ! Three hundred guineas and 
a gown all lace and gold tags would not be enough. Be- 
sides, I’ll wager he has not paid you a farthing. He’ll 
cheat you, Jenny. He’s a rare bite is O’Toole. Between 
you and me, Jenny, he is a beggarly fellow.’ 

‘He has already paid me half,’ cried Jenny. It was no 
knowledge to Wogan, who, however, counterfeited a deal 
of surprise. 

‘ Well,’ said he, ‘ he has only done it to cheat you the 
more easily of the other fifty. We will go straight back 
and tell him that it costs three hundred guineas, money 
down, and the best gown in Paris to turn a fine figure of 
a girl into a dwarf-bear.’ 

He leaned down and took Jenny by the arm. She 
sprang to her feet and twisted herself free. 

f No,’ she said, ‘ you can go back if you will, and show 
him what a good friend you are to him. But I go on. 
The poor captain shall have one person in the world, 
though she’s only a servant, to help him when he 
wants.’ 

Thus Wogan won the victory. But he was most careful 
to conceal it. He walked by her side humble as a whipped 
dog. If he had to point out the way he did it with the 
most penitent air ; when he offered his hand to help her 
over a snow-heap and she struck it aside he merely bowed 
his head as though her contempt was well deserved. He 
even whispered in her ear in a trembling voice, ‘Jenny, 
you will not say a word to O’Toole about the remarks I 
made of him? He is a strong, hasty man. I know not 
what might come of it.’ 
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Jenny sneered and shrugged her shoulders. She would 
not speak to Wogan any more, and so they came silently 
into the avenue of trees between * The White Chamois ’ and 
the villa. The windows in the front of the villa were dark, 
and through the blinding snow-storm Wogan could not 
have distinguished the position of the house at all but for 
the red blinds of the tavern opposite, which shone out upon 
the night and gave the snow falling before them a tinge of 
pink. Wogan crept nearer to the house and heard the 
sentinel stamping in the snow. He came back to Jenny 
and pointed the sentinel out to her. 

4 Give me a quarter of an hour so far as you can judge. 
Then pass the sentinel and go up the steps into the house. 
The sentinel is prepared for your coming, and if he stops 
you, you must say “ Chateaudoux ” in a whisper and he will 
understand. You will find the door of the house open and 
a man waiting for you.’ 

Jenny made no answer, but Wogan was sure of her now. 
He left her standing beneath the dripping trees and crept 
towards the side of the house. A sentry was posted be- 
neath Her Highness’s windows, and through those windows 
he had to climb. He needed that quarter of an hour to 
wait for a suitable moment when the sentry would be at 
the far end of his beat. But that sentry was fuddling him- 
self with a vile spirit distilled from the gentian flower in 
the kitchen of 'The White Chamois.’ Wogan creeping 
stealthily through the snow-storm found the side of the 
house unguarded. The windows on the ground floor were 
dark, those on the first floor which lighted Her Highness’s 
apartments were ablaze. He noticed with a pang of dis- 
may that one of those lighted windows was wide open to 
the storm. He wondered whether it meant that the 
Princess had been removed to another lodging. He 
K 
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climbed on the sill of the lower window ; by the side of 
that window a stone pillar ran up the side of the house to 
the windows on the first floor. Wogan had taken note of 
that pillar months back when he was hawking chattels in 
Innspruck. He set his hands about it and got a grip with 
his foot against the sash of the lower window. He was 
just raising himself when he heard a noise above him. 
He dropped back to the ground and stood in the fixed 
attitude of a sentinel, but with his face turned upwards. 

A head appeared at the window, a woman's head. The 
light was behind, within the room, so that Wogan could 
not see the face. But the shape of the head, its gracious 
poise upon the young shoulders, the curve of the neck, the 
bright hair drawn backwards from the brows — here were 
marks Wogan could not mistake. They had been present 
before his eyes these many months. The head at the open 
window was the head of the Princess. Wogan felt a thrill 
run through his blood. To a lover the sight of his mistress 
is always unexpected though he foreknows the very 
moment of her coming. To Wogan the sight of his Queen 
had the like effect. He had not seen her since he had 
left Ohlau two years before with her promise to marry 
the Chevalier. It seemed to him, though for this he had 
lived and worked, up early and down late for so long, a 
miraculous thing that he should see her now. 

She leaned forward and peered downwards into the lane. 
The light streamed out, bathing her head and shoulders. 
Wogan could see the snow fall upon her dark hair and 
whiten it ; it fell, too, upon her neck, but that it could not 
whiten. She leaned out into the darkness and Wogan set 
foot again upon the lower window sill. At the same 
moment another head appeared beside Clementina's and a 
sharp cry rang out, a cry of terror. Then both heads dis- 
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appeared and a heavy curtain swung across the window 
shutting the light in. 

Wogan remained motionless, his heart sinking with 
alarm. Had that cry been heard ? Had the wind carried 
it to the sentry at the door ? He waited, but no sound of 
running footsteps came to his ears ; the cry had been lost 
in the storm. Yet for minutes afterwards he stood with 
his heart in his mouth. He was now so near to success 
that dangers which a month ago would have seemed of 
small account showed most menacing and fatal. 

c It was the Princess-mother who cried out/ he thought, 
and was reminded that the need of persuasions was not 
ended for the night with the conquest of Jenny. He had 
to convince the Princess-mother of his authority without a 
line of Prince Sobieski’s writing to support him ; he had to 
overcome her timidity. But he was prepared for the en- 
counter ; he had foreseen it and had an argument ready 
for the Princess-mother though he would have preferred to 
wring the old lady’s neck. Her cry might have spoiled 
everything. However, it had not been heard, and since it 
had not been heard Wogan was disposed to forgive it. 

For the window was still open, and now that the curtain 
was drawn no ray of light escaped from the room to betray 
the man who climbed into it to any one who might chance 
to pass along the street below. 


m 
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CHAPTER XIII 

THE NIGHT OF THE 27TH. IN CLEMENTINA’S 
APARTMENTS 

TV/TEANWHILE within the room the Princess-mother 
^ clung to Clementina. The terror which her sharp cry- 
had expressed was visible in her strained and startled face. 
Her eyes bright with terror stared at the drawn curtain; 
she could not avert them, she still must gaze fascinated by 
her fears, and her dry whispering lips were tremulous. 

‘ Heaven have mercy,’ she whispered. c Shut the win- 
dow, shut it fast ! ’ and as Clementina moved in surprise 
she clung the closer to her daughter. 4 No, do not leave 
me ! Come away ! Jesu, here are we alone, two women.’ 

‘Mother,’ said Clementina, soothing her and gently 
stroking her hair as though she in truth was the mother 
and the mother her daughter, ‘ there’s no cause for fear.’ 

‘ No cause for fear ! I saw him, the sentry, he is climb- 
ing up. Ah ! ’ and again her voice rose to a cry as Wogan’s 
foot grated on the window-ledge. 

4 Hush, mother ! A cry will ruin us. It’s not the sen- 
tinel,’ said Clementina. 

Clementina was laughing, and by her laughter the 
Princess-mother was in some measure reassured. 

‘Who is it then?’ she asked. 

‘Can you not guess?’ said Clementina incredulously. 
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‘It is so evident Yet I would not have you guess. It is 
my secret, my discovery. Hi tell you.’ She heard a man 
behind the curtain spring lightly from the window to the 
floor. She raised her voice that he might know she had 
divined him. c Your sentinel is the one man who has the 
right to rescue me. Your sentinel’s the King.’ 

At that moment Wogan pushed aside the curtain. 

‘No, your Highness,’ said he, ‘but the King’s servant 
The Princess-mother dropped into a chair and looked at 
her visitor with despair. It was not the sentinel to be sure, 
but on the other hand it was Mr. Wogan, whom she knew 
for a very insistent man with a great liking for his own way. 
She drew little comfort from Mr. Wogan’s coming. 

It seemed, too, that he was not very welcome to Clemen- 
tina, for she drew back a step, and in a voice which 
dropped and had a tremble of disappointment. ‘Mr. 
Wogan,’ she said, ‘ the King is well served,’ and she stood 
there without so much as offering him her hand. Wogan 
had not counted on so cold a greeting, but he understood 
the reason and was not sure but what he approved of it. 
After all, she had encountered perils on the King’s account ; 
she had some sort of a justification to believe the King 
would do the like for her. It had not occurred to him, nor 
indeed to any one before, but now that he saw the chosen 
woman so plainly wounded he felt a trifle hot against his 
King for having disappointed her. He set his wits to 
work to dispel the disappointment. 

‘Your Highness, the truth is there are great matters 
brewing in Spain. His Majesty was needed there most 
urgently. He had to decide between Innspruck and Cadiz, 
and it seemed that he would honour your great confidence 

in him and at the same time serve you best ’ 

Clementina would not allow him to complete the sentence. 
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Her cheek flushed and she said quickly, ‘You are right, 
Mr. Wogan. The King is right Mine was a girl's thought 
I am ashamed of it,’ and she frankly gave him her hand. 
Wogan was fairly well pleased with his apology for his 
King. It was not quite the truth, no doubt, but it had 
spared Clementina a trifle of humiliation and had re- 
established the King in her thoughts. He bent over her 
hand and would have kissed it, but she stopped him. 

‘No,’ said she, ‘an honest hand-clasp if you please. 
For no woman can have ever lived who had a truer friend,’ 
and Wogan looking into her frank eyes was not after all 
nearly so well pleased with the untruth he had told her. 
She was an uncomfortable woman to go about with shifts 
and contrivances. Her open face with its broad forehead 
and the clear steady eyes of darkest blue claimed truth as 
a prerogative. The blush which had faded from her 
cheeks appeared on his, and he began to babble some 
foolish words about his unworthiness when the Princess- 
mother interrupted him in a grudging voice. 

‘ Mr. Wogan, you were to bring a written authority from 
the Prince, my husband.’ 

Wogan drew himself up straight. 

‘Your Highness,’ said he with a bow of the utmost 
respect, ‘ I was given such an authority.’ 

The Princess-mother held out her hand. ‘Will you 
give it me? ’ 

‘ I said that I was given such an authority, but I have it 
no longer. I was attacked on my way from Ohlau. There 
were four men against me, all of whom desired that letter. 
The room was small, I could not run away, neither had I 
much space wherein to resist four men. I knew that were 
I killed and that letter found on me, your Highness would 
thereafter be too surely guarded to make escape possible, 
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and his Highness Prince Sobieski would himself incur the 
Emperor’s hostility. So when I had made sure that those 
four men were joined against me I twisted that letter into 
a taper and before their faces lit my pipe with it.’ 

Clementina’s eyes were fixed steadily and intently upon 
Wogan’s face. When he ended she drew a deep breath, 
but otherwise she did not move. The Princess-mother, 
however, was unmistakably relieved. She spoke with a 
kindliness she had never before shown to Wogan; she 
even smiled at him in a friendly way. 

‘ We do not doubt you, Mr. Wogan, but that written letter 
giving my daughter leave to go I needs must have before 
I let her go. A father’s authority i I cannot take that 
upon myself.’ 

Clementina took a quick step across to her mother’s side. 

‘You did not hear,’ she said. 

1 1 heard indeed that Mr, Wogan had burned the letter.’ 

‘ But under what stress, and to spare my father, and to 
leave me still a grain of hope, even though he himself 
were dead. Mother, this gentleman has run great risks for 
me, how great I did not know ; even now from this one 
instance we can only guess and still fall short of the mark.’ 

The Princess- mother visibly stiffened with maternal 
authority. 

‘ My child, without some sure sign the Prince consents 
you must not go.’ 

Clementina looked towards Wogan for assistance. 
Wogan put his hand into his pocket. 

‘That sure sign I have,’ said he. ‘It is a surer sign 
than any written letter, for handwriting may always be 
counterfeit. This could never be.’ And he held out on 
the palm of his hand the torquoise snuff-box which the 
Prince had given him on New Year’s Day. 
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* It is a jewel unique in all the world, and the Prince 
gave it me. It is a jewel he treasured not only for its 
value but its history. Yet he gave it me. It was won by 
the great King John of Poland, and remains as a memorial 
of the most glorious day in all that warrior’s glorious life. 
Yet his son gave it me. With his own hands he put it 
into mine to prove to me with what confidence he trusted 
your Highness's daughter to my care. That confidence 
was written large in the letter I burned, but I am thinking 
it is engraved for ever upon this stone.’ 

The princess-mother took the snuff-box reluctantly, and 
turned it over and over. She was silent; Clementina 
answered for her. 

‘ I am ready,’ she said, and she pointed to a tiny bundle 
on a chair in which a few clothes were wrapped. ‘ My 
jewels are packed in the bundle, but I can leave them 
behind me if needs be.’ 

Wogan lifted up the bundle and laughed. 

4 Your Highness teaches a lesson to soldiers; for there 
is never a knapsack but can hold this and still have half 
its space to spare. The front door is unlatched ? ’ 

‘M. Chateaudoux is watching in the hall.’ 

‘ And the hall ’s unlighted ? ’ 

‘Yes.’ 

‘Jenny should be here in a minute; and before she 
comes I must tell you she does not know the importance 
of our undertaking. She is the servant of Mrs. Misset who 
attends your Highness into Italy. We did not let her into 
the secret. We made up a comedy in which you have 
your parts to play. Your Highness,’ and he turned to 
Clementina, ‘is a rich Austrian heiress, deeply enamoured 
of Captain Lucius O’Toole.’ 

‘Captain Lucius O’Toole!’ exclaimed the mother in 
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horror. ‘ My daughter enamoured of a Captain Lucius 
O’Toole !’ 

‘ He is one of my three companions, 5 said Wogan, im- 
perturbably. ‘Moreover, he is six feet four — the most 
creditable lover in the world. 5 

‘Well, 5 said Clementina with a laugh, c I am deeply 
enamoured of the engaging Captain Lucius O’Toole. Go 
on, sir. 5 

‘Your parents are of a most unexampled cruelty. They 
will not smile upon the fascinating O’Toole, but have 
locked you up on bread and water until you shall agree 
to marry a wealthy but decrepit gentleman of eighty- 
three. 5 

‘I will not, 5 cried Clementina. ‘I will starve myself to 
death first. I will marry my six feet four or no other man 
in Christendom. 5 

fi Clementina ! 5 cried her mother deprecatingly. 

‘But at this moment, 5 continued Wogan, ‘there very 
properly appears the fairy godmother in the person of a 
romantical maiden aunt. 5 

‘Oh, 5 said Clementina, ‘I have a romantical maiden 
aunt ? 5 

‘Yes, 5 said Wogan, and turning with a bow to the 
Princess-mother, ‘your Highness. 5 

‘ I ? 5 she exclaimed, starting up in her chair. 

‘Your Highness has written an encouraging letter to 
Captain O’Toole, 5 resumed Wogan. 

The Princess-mother gasped. ‘A letter to Captain 
O’Toole ! 5 and she flung up her hands and fell back in 
her chair. 

‘On the receipt of the letter, Captain O’Toole gathers 
his friends, borrows a horse here, a carriage there, and a 
hundred guineas from heaven knows who, comes to the 
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rescue like a knight-errant, and retells the old story of 
how love laughs at locksmiths.’ 

As Wogan ended the mother rose from her chair. It 
may have been that she revolted at the part she was to 
play ; it may have been because a fiercer gust shook the 
curtains and bellied them inwards. At all events, she 
flung the curtains aside, and the snow drifted through the 
open window on to the floor ; outside the open window it 
was falling like a cascade, and the air was icy. 

c Mr. Wogan/ she said stubbornly, working herself into 
a heat to make more sure of her resolution, 6 my daughter 
cannot go to-night. To-morrow, if the sky clears, yes; 
but to-night, no. You do not know, sir, being a man. 
But my daughter has fasted through this Lent, and that 
leaves a woman weak. I do forbid her going as her father 
would. The very dogs running the streets for food keep 
kennel on such a night. She must not go.’ 

Wogan did not give way, though he felt a qualm of 
despair, knowing all the stubbornness of which the weak 
are capable, knowing how impervious to facts or arguments. 

‘ Your Highness/ he said quickly, ‘ we are not birds of 
passage to rule our flight by seasons. We must take the 
moment when it comes, and it comes now. To-night 
your daughter can escape, for here ’s a night made for an 
escape.’ 

‘And for my part/ cried Clementina, ‘I would the snow 
fell faster/ She crossed to the open window and held out 
her hands to catch the flakes. * Would they did not melt ! 
I believe heaven sends the snow to shelter me. It’s the 
white canopy spread above my head that I may go in 
state to meet my king/ She stood eager and exultant, 
her eyes shining, her cheek on fire, her voice thrilling with 
pride. She seemed not to feel the cold. She welcomed 
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the hardships of wind and falling snow as her opportunity. 
She desired not only to escape but she yearned also to 
endure. 

Wogan looked her over from head to foot and was filled 
with pride and admiration. He had made no mistake; 
he had plucked this rose of the world to give to his King. 
His eyes said it, and the girl reading it drew a breath and 
rippled out a laugh of gladness that his trusted servant 
was so well content with her. But the Princess-mother 
stood unmoved. 

4 My daughter cannot go to-night/ she repeated resent- 
fully. 4 I do forbid it/ 

Wogan had his one argument. This one argument was 
his last resource. He had chosen it carefully with an eye 
to the woman whom it was to persuade. It was not 
couched as an inducement, it did not claim the discharge 
of an obligation, it was not a reply to any definite objec- 
tion. Such arguments would only have confirmed her in 
her stubbornness. He made accordingly an appeal to 
sentiment. 

‘Your Highness’s daughter, 5 said he, ‘spoke a minute 
since of the hazards my friends and I have run to compass 
her escape. As regards four of us, the words reached 
beyond our deserts, for we are men. Such hazards are 
our portion ; they are seldom lightened by so high an aim. 
But the fifth ! The words, however kind, were still below 
that fifth one’s merits, for the fifth is a woman.’ 

4 1 know. With all my heart I thank her. With all my 
heart I pity her.’ 

4 But there is one thing your Highness does not know. 
She runs our risks: the risk of capture, the risk of the 
the night, the storm, the snow ; she, a woman by nature 
timid and frail, yet with never in all her life so great a 
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reason for timidity or so much frailty of health as now. 
We venture our lives, but she ventures more.’ 

The mother bowed her head ; Clementina looked 
fixedly at Wogan. 

‘Speak plainly, my friend/ she said; ‘there are no 
children here.’ 

‘Madam, I need but quote to you the words her 
husband used. For my part I think that nobler words 
were never spoken, and with her whole heart she repeats 
them. They are these: “The boy would only live to 
serve his King. Why should he not serve his King before 
he lives ? 73 * 

The mother was still silent; but Wogan could see that 
the tears overbrimmed her eyes and rolled down her 
cheeks. Clementina was silent for a while, too, and stood 
with her eyes fixed thoughtfully on Wogan.’ 

Then she said gently, ‘ Her name ? 9 

Wogan told her it, and she said no more; but it was 
plain that she would never forget it, that she had written 
it upon her heart. 

Wogan waited, looking to the Princess-mother, who, 
drying her tears rose from her chair and said with great 
and unexpected dignity, ‘How comes it, sir, that with 
such servants your King still does not sit upon his throne ? 
My daughter shall not fall below the great example set to 
her. My fears are shamed by it. My daughter goes with 
you to-night’ 

It was time that she consented; for even as Wogan 
flung himself upon his knee and raised her hand M. 
Chateaudoux appeared at the door with a finger on his 
lips, and behind him one could hear a voice grumbling 
and cursing on the stairs. 

‘Jenny/ said Wogan, and Jenny stumbled into the room. 
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‘Quiet/ said he, ‘you will wake the house.’ 

‘ Well, if you had to walk upstairs in the dark in these 
horrible shoes ’ 

‘Oh, Jenny, your cloak, quick !’ 

‘Take the thing ! A good riddance to it, it ’s dripping 
wet and weighs a ton.’ 

‘ Dripping wet ! ’ moaned the mother. 

‘ I shall not wear it long,’ said Clementina, advancing 
from the embrasure of the window. Jenny turned and 
looked her over critically from head to foot Then she 
turned away without a word and let the cloak fall to the 
ground. It fell about her feet; she kicked it viciously 
away, and at the same time she kicked off one of those 
shoes of which she so much complained. Jenny was 
never the woman to mince her language, and to-night she 
was in her surliest mood. So she swore swiftly and 
heartily, to the mother’s utter astonishment and indignation. 

‘ Damn,’ said she. ‘ There, there, old lady, don’t hold 
your hands to your ears as though a clean oath would 
poison them ! ’ And she hobbled across the room to the 
corner whither her shoe had flown. 

The Princess-mother fell back in her chair. 

‘ Does she speak to me ? ’ she asked, helplessly. 

‘Yes,’ said Wogan; and turning to Jenny, ‘this is the 
kind-hearted aunt.’ 

Jenny turned to Clementina, who was picking the cloak 
from the floor. 

‘And you are the beautiful heiress,’ she said sourly. 
‘Well, if you are going to put that wet cloak on your 
shoulders I wish you joy of the first kiss O’Toole gives 
you when you jump into his arms.’ 

The Princess-mother almost screamed ; Wogan hastened 
to interfere. 
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‘Jenny, there’s the bedroom. To bed with you,’ and 
he took out his watch. At once he uttered an exclamation 
of affright. Wogan had miscalculated the time which he 
would require. It had taken longer than he had antici- 
pated to reach the villa against the force of the storm; 
his conflict with Jenny in the portico had consumed 
valuable minutes ; he had been at some pains to over- 
persuade the Princess-mother ; Jenny herself amongst the 
trees in the darkness had waited more than the quarter 
of an hour demanded of her ; Wogan himself — absorbed 
each moment in that moment’s particular business, now 
bending all his wits to vanquish Jenny, now to vanquish 
the Princess-mother — even Wogan had neglected how the 
time sped. He looked at his watch. It was twenty-five 
minutes to ten; and at ten the magistrate would be 
knocking at the door. 

‘I am ready,’ said Clementina, drawing the wet cloak 
about her shoulders and its hood over her head. She 
barely shivered under its wet heaviness. 

‘There’s one more thing to be done before you go,’ 
said Wogan, but before he could say what that one thing 
was Jenny ran across the room and took the beautiful 
heiress by both hands. Jenny was impulsive by nature. 
The Princess-mother’s distress and Clementina’s fearless- 
ness made her suddenly ashamed that she had spoken so 
sourly. 

‘There, there, old lady,’ she said soothingly over her 
shoulder, ‘don’t you fret. They are very good friends 
your niece is going with.’ Then she drew Clementina 
close to her. ‘I don’t wonder they are all mad about you, 
for I can’t but say you are very handsome and richly 
worth the pains you have occasioned us.’ She kissed 
Clementina plump upon the cheek and whispered in her 
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ear, ‘ O'Toole won’t mind the wet cloak, my dear, when 
he sees you.’ 

Clementina laughed happily and returned the kiss with 
no less sincerity if with less noise. 

‘ Quick, Jenny, 5 said Wogan. c To bed with you. 5 

He pointed to the door which led to the Princess’s 
bedroom. 

‘Now you must write a letter,’ he added to Clementina 
in a low voice as soon as the door was shut upon Jenny, 
‘a letter to your mother, relieving her of all complicity 
in your escape. Her Highness will find it to-morrow 
night slipped under the cover of her toilet.’ 

Clementina ran to a table, and taking up a pen, * You 
think of everything,’ she said. ‘Perhaps you have written 
the letter.’ 

Wogan pulled a sheet of paper from his fob. 

‘ I scribbled down a few dutiful sentiments, 7 said he, ‘ as 
we drove from Nazareth, thinking it might save time/ 

‘ Mother,’ exclaimed Clementina, ‘ not content with con- 
triving my escape he will write my letters to you. Well, 
sir, let us hear what you have made of it.’ 

Wogan dictated a most beautiful letter in which a 
mother’s claims for obedience were strongly set out — as a 
justification, one must suppose, for a daughter’s disobedi- 
ence. But Clementina was betrothed to His Majesty 
King James, and that engagement must be ever the 
highest consideration with her on pain of forfeiting her 
honour. It was altogether a noble and stately letter, 
written in formal, irreproachable phrases which no daughter 
in the world would ever have written to a mother. 
Clementina laughed over it, but said that it would serve. 
Wogan looked at his watch again. It was then a quarter 
to ten. 
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1 Quick ! ’ said he. * Your Highness will wait for me 
under the fourth tree of the avenue counting from the 
end/ 

He left the mother and daughter alone that his presence 
might not check the tenderness of their farewell, and went 
down the stairs into the dark hall. M. Chateaudoux was 
waiting there, with his teeth chattering in the extremity of 
his alarm. Wogan unlatched the door very carefully, and 
saw through the chink the sentry standing by the steps. 
The snow still fell. He was glad to note the only light 
was a white glimmering from the waste of snow upon the 
ground. 

‘You must go out with her/ Wogan whispered to 
Chateaudoux, ‘and speak a word to the sentry/ 

‘At any moment the magistrate may come/ said 
Chateaudoux, though he trembled so that he could hardly 
speak. 

‘All the more reason for the sentinel to let your sweet- 
heart run home at her quickest step/ said Wogan, and 
above him, he heard Clementina come out upon the land- 
ing. He crept up the stairs to her. 

‘ Here is my hand/ said he in a low voice. 

She laid her own in his, and bending towards him in 
the darkness she whispered, ‘Promise me it shall always 
be at my service. I shall need friends ) I am young and 
I have no knowledge. Promise me ! 7 

She was young indeed. The freshness of her voice, its 
little tremble of modesty, the earnestness of its appeal, 
carried her youth quite home to Mr. Wogan’s heart. She 
was sweet with youth. Wogan felt it more clearly as they 
stood together in the darkness than when he had seen her 
plainly in the lighted room with youth mantling her cheeks 
and visible in the buoyancy of her walk. Then she had 
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been always the chosen woman. Wogan could just see 
her eyes, steady and mysteriously dark, shining at him out 
of the gloom, and a pang of remorse suddenly struck 
through him. That one step she was to take was across 
the threshold of a prison it was true, but a prison familiar 
and warm, into a night of storm and darkness and ice. 
The road lay before her into Italy, but it was a road of 
unknown perils, through mountains deep in snow. And 
this escape of to-night from the villa, this thunderous 
flight with its hardships and its dangers which followed 
the escape, was only the symbol of her life. She stepped 
from the shelter of her girlhood as she stepped across the 
threshold of the villa into a womanhood dark with many 
trials, storm-swept and wandering. She might reach the 
queendom which was her due as the berlin in which she 
was to travel might — nay, surely would — rush one day 
from the gorges into the plains and the sunlight of Italy ; 
but had Wogan travelled to Rome in Gaydon’s place and 
talked with Whittington outside the Caprara Palace, it is 
very likely that she would never have been allowed by him 
to start. Up till now he had thought only of her splendid 
courage, of the humiliation of her capture, of her wounded 
pride; she was the chosen woman. Now he thought of 
the girl and wondered of her destiny, and was stricken 
with remorse. 

‘Promise me,’ she repeated, and her hand tightened 
upon his and clung to it. Wogan had no fine sentiments 
wherewith to answer her, but his voice took a depth of 
sincerity and tenderness quite strange to her. Her fingers 
ceased to tremble. 

They went down into the hall. Chateaudoux, who had 
been waiting in an agony of impatience, opened the door 
and slipped out. Clementina followed him. 

L 
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The door was left ajar behind them; and Wogan, in 
the hall, saw Chateaudoux speak with the sentinel ; saw 
the sentinel wave hurriedly to Clementina ; saw Clementina 
disappear into the snow. Chateaudoux ran back into the hall. 

‘And you ! ’ he asked as he barred and locked the door. 
* The magistrate is coming. I saw the lights of the guard 
across the avenue.’ 

Clementina was outside in the storm. Wogan was 
within the house, and the lights of the guard were already 
near. 

£ I go by the way I came,’ said he. * I have time ’ ; and 
he ran quickly up the stairs. In the room he found the 
Princess-mother weeping silently, and again as he saw this 
weak, elderly woman left alone to her fears and forebod- 
ings, remorse took hold of him. 

‘Courage, madam,’ said he, as he crossed the room. 
c She goes to wed a king.’ 

‘Sir, I am her mother,’ replied the Princess, gaining at 
this moment a suitable dignity from her tears. C I was 
wondering not of the King but of the man the King 
conceals.’ 

‘You need not, madam,’ said Wogan, who had no time 
for eulogies upon his master. ‘ Take his servant’s loyalty 
as the measure of his merits.’ 

He looked out of the window and suddenly drew back. 
He stood for a moment with a look of great fear upon his 
face, for the sentinel was back at his post. Wogan dared 
not at this moment risk a struggle and perhaps an outcry. 
Clementina was waiting under the avenue of trees, Wogan 
was within the house, and the lights of the guard were 
already flaring in the roadway. Even as Wogan stood in 
the embrasure of the window he heard a heavy knocking 
on the door. 
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CHAPTER XIV 

THE ESCAPE 

TX70GAN closed the window cautiously. The snow 
* ^ had drifted through and lay melting in a heap 
beneath the sill. He drew the curtain across the em- 
brasure, and then he walked to the bedroom door. 

6 Jenny/ he whispered, c are you in bed?’ 

‘Yes.’ 

* Lie close. Do not show your face nor speak. Only 
groan, and groan most delicately, or we are lost.’ 

He closed the door upon Jenny, and turning about 
came face to face with the Princess-mother. She stood 
confronting him, a finger on her lips and terror in her 
eyes; and he heard the street door open and clang-to 
below. 

c The magistrate ! ’ she whispered. 

< Courage, your Highness ! Keep them from the bed. 
Say that her eyes are weak and cannot bear the light/ 

He slipped behind the curtain into the embrasure, 
picturing to himself the disposition of the room lest he 
should have left behind a trifle to betray him. He had in 
a supreme degree that gift of recollection which takes the 
form of a mental vision. He did not have to count over 
the details of the room, he summoned a picture of it to 
his mind and saw it and its contents from comer to comer. 
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And thus while the footsteps yet sounded on the stair he 
knew that Clementina’s bundle was lying forgotten on a 
couch. He darted from his hiding-place, seized it, and 
ran back. He had just sufficient time, and not a second 
more, for the curtain had not ceased to swing when the 
magistrate knocked, and without waiting for an answer 
entered. He was followed by two soldiers, and these he 
ordered to wait without the door. 

‘Your Highness,’ he said in a polite voice, and stopped 
abruptly. It seemed to Wogan behind the curtain that 
his heart stopped at the same moment and with no less 
abruptness. There was no evidence of Clementina’s flight 
to justify that sudden silence. Then he grew faint as it 
occurred to him that he had made Lady Featherstone’s 
mistake, that his boot protruded into the room. He 
clenched his teeth, expecting a swift step and the curtain 
to be torn aside. The window was shut ; he would never 
have time to open it and leap out and take his chance 
with the sentry underneath. He was caught in a trap, and 
Clementina waited for him in the avenue underneath the 
fourth tree. All was lost it seemed, and by his own folly, 
his own confidence. Had he only told her of the tavern 
under the city wall, where the carriage stood, and his 
friends anxiously waited, she might still have escaped 
though he was trapped. The sweat poured down his 
face. Yet no swift step was taken, nor was the curtain 
torn aside. 

For within the room the magistrate, a kindly citizen of 
Innspruck who had no liking for this addition to his duties, 
stood gazing at the Princess-mother with a respectful pity. 
It was the sight of her tear-stained face which had checked 
his words. For the last two days Clementina had kept 
her bed, and the mother's tears alarmed him. 
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‘ Her Highness, your daughter, suffers so much ? ’ said 
he. 

‘Sir, it is little to be wondered at.’ 

The magistrate bowed That question was not one with 
which he had a mind to meddle. 

* She still lies in bed ? ’ said he, and he crossed to the 
door. The mother flung herself in the way. 

‘She lies in pain and you would disturb her. You 
would flash your lantern in her eyes that if perchance she 
sleeps she may wake into a world of pain. Sir, you will not.’ 

‘Your Highness ’ 

‘It is a mother who beseeches you. Sir, would you 
have me on my knees ? 9 

Wogan, but this moment recovered from his alarm, be- 
came again uneasy. Her Highness protested too much ; 
she played her part in the comedy too strenuously. But 
he judged by the ear. The magistrate had the quivering 
terror-stricken face before him and his pity deepened. 

‘Your Highness/ he said, ‘I must pray you to let me 
pass. I have General Heister’s orders; I must obey 
them.* 

The Princess - mother now gave Wogan reason to 
applaud her. She saw that the magistrate for all his 
politeness was quite inflexible. 

‘Go, then/ she said, with a quiet dignity which once 
before she had shown that evening. ‘Since there is no 
humiliation to be spared us, take a candle, sir, and count 
the marks of suffering in my daughter's face,' and with 
her own hand she opened the bedroom door and stood 
aside. 

‘Madam, I would not press my duty an inch beyond its 
limits/ said the magistrate. ‘I will stand in the doorway 
and do you bid your daughter speak.’ 
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The Princess-mother did not move from her position. 

‘ My child/ she said, speaking through the doorway. 

Jenny in the bedroom groaned and turned from one 
side to the other. 

‘You are in pain?’ 

Jenny groaned again. The magistrate himself closed 
the door. 

£ Believe me/ said he, c no one could more regret than 
I the incivilities to which I am compelled/ 

He crossed the room. Wogan heard him and his 
men descending the stairs. He heard the door open 
and shut, he heard Chateaudoux draw the bolts. Then 
he stepped out from the curtain. 

‘Your Highness, that was bravely done/ said he, and 
kneeling, he kissed her hand. He went back into the 
embrasure, slipped the bundle over his arm, and opened 
the window very silently. The snow was still falling, the 
wind still moaned about the crannies and roared along the 
streets. He set his knee upon the window-ledge, climbed 
out, and drew the window to behind him. 

The Princess-mother waited in the room with her hand 
upon her heart. She waited, it seemed to her, for an 
eternity. Then she heard the sound of a heavy fall and 
the clang of a musket against the wall of the villa. But 
she heard no cry. She ran to the window and looked out, 
but strain her eyes as she might she could distinguish 
nothing in that blinding storm. She could see neither 
the sentinel nor Mr. Wogan; nor was this strange, for 
the sentinel lay senseless in the snow against the house 
wall, and Mr. Wogan was already running down the 
avenue. 

Under the fourth tree he found Clementina ; she took 
his arm and they set off together, wrestling with the wind, 
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wading through the snow. It seemed to Clementina that 
her companion was possessed by some new fear. He said 
no single word to her, he dragged her with a fierce grip 
upon her wrist, if she stumbled he jerked her roughly to 
her feet She set her teeth and kept pace with him. Only 
once did she speak. They had come to a depression in 
the road where the melted snow had made a wide pool. 
Wogan leaped across it and said, ‘Give me your hand. 
There’s a white stone midway where you can set your 
foot.’ 

The Princess stepped as he bade her. The stone 
yielded beneath her tread and she stood ankle-deep in the 
water. Wogan splashed in to her side and lifted her out. 
She had uttered no cry, and now she only laughed as 
she stood shivering on the farther edge. It was that 
low, musical, good-humoured laugh to which Wogan had 
never listened without a thrill of gladness, but it waked 
no response in him now. 

* You told me of a white stone on which I might safely 
set my foot,’ she said. ‘Well, sir, your white stone was 
straw. 1 

They were both to remember these words afterwards 
and to make of them a parable, but Wogan barely heard 
them now. 

‘Come,’ he said, and taking her arm he set off running 
again. 

Clementina understood that something inopportune, 
something terrible, had happened since she had left the 
villa. She asked no questions ; she trusted herself with- 
out reserve to these true friends who had striven at such 
risks for her ; she desired to prove to them that she was 
what they would have her be — a girl who did not pester 
them with inconvenient chatter, but who could keep 
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silence when silence was helpful and face hardships with 
a buoyant heart. 

They crossed the bridge and stopped before a pair of 
high folding-doors. They were the doors of the tavern. 
Wogan drew a breath of relief, pulled the bobbin and 
pushed the doors open. Clementina slipped through, and 
in darkness she took a step forward and bruised herself 
against the wheels of a carriage. Wogan closed the doors 
and ran to her side. 

‘ This way,’ said he, and held out his hand. He guided 
Clementina round the carriage to a steep, narrow stairway 
— it was more a ladder than a stair — fixed against the inner 
wall. At the top of this stairway shone a horizontal line 
of yellow light. Wogan led the Princess up the stairs. 
The line of light shone out beneath a door. Wogan 
opened the door and stood aside. Clementina passed 
into a small bare room lighted by a single candle, where 
Mrs. Misset, Gaydon, and O’Toole waited for her coming. 
Not a word was said, but their eyes spoke their admiration 
of the woman, their knees expressed their homage to the 
Queen. There was a fire blazing on the hearth, Mrs. 
Misset had a dry change of clothes ready and warm. 
Wogan laid the Princess’s bundle on a chair and with 
Gaydon and O’Toole went down the stairs. 

1 The horses ? ’ he asked. 

‘I have ordered them,’ said Gaydon, ‘at the post- 
house. I will fetch them,’ and he hurried off upon his 
errand. 

Wogan turned to O’Toole. 

‘And the bill?’ 

‘I have paid it.’ 

‘There is no one awake in the house ? ’ 

‘No one but the landlady.’ 
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‘Good! Can you keep her engaged until we are 
ready ? ’ 

‘To be sure I can. She shall never give a thought 
to any man of you but myself.* 

O’Toole passed through a door at the bottom of the 
staircase into the common room of the inn. Wogan 
gently opened the big doors and dragged the carriage 
out into the road. Gaydon with the horses galloped 
silently up through the snow, and together the two men 
feverishly harnessed them to the carriage. There were 
six for the carriage and a seventh for O’Toole to ride. 
The expedition which Wogan and Gaydon used was 
matched by the Princess. For while they were fastening 
the last buckles the door at the top of the stairs opened, 
and again that night Clementina whispered, ‘ I am ready.’ 

‘ Come,’ replied Wogan. She wore upon her shoulders 
a scarlet cloak lined with ermine, and muffling it about her 
head she ran down with Mrs. Misset. Wogan opened the 
lower door of the inn and called for O’Toole. O’Toole came 
running out before Wogan had ended his words and sprang 
into his saddle. Gaydon was already on the box with the 
reins gathered in his hand. Wogan had the carriage door 
open before Clementina had reached the foot of the stairs ; 
it was shut upon her and her companion almost before they 
were aware they were within it ; the carriage started almost 
before the door was shut. Yet when it did start Wogan 
was beside Gaydon upon the box. Their movements, 
indeed, occurred with so exact a rapidity that though the 
hostess at once followed O’Toole to bid her guests farewell, 
when she reached the big doors she saw only the back of 
the carriage lurching through the ruts of snow. 

‘Quick,’ cried Wogan; ‘we have lost too much time.’ 

‘A bare twenty minutes,’ said Gaydon. 
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‘ A good twelve hours/ said Wogan. 

Gaydon lashed the horses into a gallop, they strained at 
their collars, the carriage raced out of the town and up the 
slopes of the Brenner. The Princess Clementina had been 
rescued from her prison. 

‘But we must keep her free/ cried Wogan as he blew 
through his gloves upon his frozen fingers. ‘Faster, 
faster 1 9 

The road wound backwards and forwards up a steep 
incline, the snow clogged the wheels, the horses sank 
deep in it. Gaydon might ply his whip as he would, 
the carriage might lurch and leap from side to side ; the 
pace was all too slow for Wogan. 

‘We have lost twelve hours/ he cried, ‘O would to 
God we were come to Italy 1 ' And turning backwards 
he strained his eyes down through the darkness and snow 
to the hidden roofs of Innspruck, almost fearing to see 
the windows from one end of the town to the other leap 
to a blaze of light and to hear a roar of many voices warn 
him that the escape was discovered. The carriage turned 
behind a bluff of hill. It was sheltered for a few moments 
from the snow, sheltered, too, from Innspruck, yet Wogan 
could not get the notion out of his head that from every 
corner of the town they were visible as in the broad daylight. 
The road for a few hundred yards was almost free from 
snow and almost level. The horses galloped, their hoofs 
rang upon hard ground, and then the wind struck them 
again and the carriage staggered. Again Innspruck was 
open to them, again Wogan’s eyes searched the depths, 
and as he vainly looked he suddenly heard all the bells in 
the world clash out the news of the escape. 

‘ Midnight/ said Gaydon. 

The bells were the clocks of Innspruck striking the 
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hour. They had a queer familiar sound to Wogan even 
at that moment of anxiety and strain. They wafted his 
thoughts suddenly quite away from that night of snow 
across the countries to the city in the English meadows 
which cannot be forgotten, the mother city of grey towers. 

‘One might fancy oneself in Oxford,’ said he, and he 
had barely spoken before Mrs. Misset thrust her head from 
the window and with an urgent cry bade Gaydon stop. 

Gaydon brought the horses to a standstill two miles out 
of Innspruck. 


# 
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CHAPTER XV 

THE FLIGHT TO ITALY: WOGAN’S CITY OF DREAMS 


rOGAN jumped down from his box and ran to the 
V V carriage door. 

* Her Highness is ill ? ’ he cried in suspense. 

‘Not the least bit in the world, 7 returned Clementina* 
whose voice for once in a way jarred upon Wogan’s ears. 
Nothing short of a positive sickness could justify the delay. 

‘ What is it then ? ’ he asked curtly, almost roughly, of 
Mrs. Misset. 

‘You carried a packet for Her Highness. It is left 
behind at the tavern. 7 


Wogan stamped impatiently on the ground. 

‘And for this, for a petticoat or two, you hinder us, 7 he 
cried in a heat. * There’s no petticoat in the world though 
it were so stiff with gold that it stood on end of itself that’s 
worth a single second of the next forty-eight hours.’ 

‘But it contains Her Highness’s jewels — the crown 
jewels.’ 

Wogan’s impatience became an exasperation. Were all 
women at heart then no better than Indian squaws? 
A string of beads outweighed the sacrifices of friends. 
The chance of a crown was to be sacrificed to the crown 
jewels. There was a blemish in his idol, since at all costs 
she must glitter. Wogan, however, was the master here. 
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‘ Her Highness must lose her jewels/ he said roughly, 
and was turning away when Her Highness herself spoke. 

‘You are unjust, my friend/ she said. ‘I would lose 
them very willingly were there a chance no one else would 
discover them. But there's no chance. The woman of 
the tavern will find the bundle, will open it, very likely she 
has done so already. She cannot but suspect the truth, 
when she discovers those jewels, and she dare not keep 
her suspicions to herself. We shall have all Innspruck on 
our heels in half-an-hour/ and for the first time that night 
Wogan heard her voice break, and grieved to know that the 
tears were running down her cheeks. He called to O'Toole. 

‘ Ride back to the tavern I Bring the packet without fail 1 ' 

O'Toole galloped off and Gaydon drove the carriage to 
the side of the road. There was nothing to do but to wait, 
and they waited in silence counting up the chances. There 
could be no doubt that the landlady if once she discovered 
the jewels hidden away in a common packet of clothing 
must suspect the travellers who had left them behind. 
She would be terrified by their value; she would be afraid 
to retain them lest harm should come to her, and all Inn- 
spruck would be upon the fugitives' heels. They waited 
for half-an-hour, thirty minutes of gloom and despair. 
Clementina wept over this new danger which her comrades 
ran. Mrs. Misset wept for that her negligence was to 
blame. Gaydon sat on the box in the falling snow with 
his arms crossed upon his breast and felt his head already 
loose upon his shoulders. The only one of the party who 
had any comfort of that half-hour was Wogan. For he had 
been wrong; the chosen woman had no wish to glitter at 
all costs, though to be sure she could not help glittering 
with the refulgence of her great merits. His idol had no 
blemish. Wogan paced up and down the road while he 
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listened for O’Toole’s return, and that thought cheated the 
time for him. At last he heard very faintly the sound of 
galloping hoofs below him on the road. He ran back to 
Gaydon. 

* It might be a courier to arrest us. If I shout, drive as 
fast as you can to Nazareth and from Nazareth to Italy.’ 

‘And you?’ said Gaydon, deeply moved. 

4 Not one thought for me 1 Befriend her, and I ’ll go 
blithely to the gallows. Bring her safe to Italy, and we’ll 
shake hands upon it, Dick, some time, if not in this world.’ 

He hurried down the road and was hailed by O’Toole. 

‘ I have the package,’ said he. Wogan turned and ran 
by O’Toole’s stirrup to the carriage. 

4 The landlady has a good conscience and sleeps well,’ 
explained O’Toole. I found the house dark and the doors 
shut. They were only secured, however, by a wooden 
beam dropped into a couple of sockets on the inside.’ 

‘ But how did you open them ? ’ asked Clementina. 

‘Your Highness, I have after all a pair of arms,’ said 
O’Toole. ‘I just pressed on the doors till ’ 

4 Till the sockets gave? ’ 

‘No, till the beam broke’, said he, and Clementina 
laughed. 

‘That’s my six feet four,’ said she. O’Toole did not 
understand, but he smiled with great condescension and 
dignity and continued his story. 

‘ I groped my way up the stairs into the room and found 
the bundle untouched in the comer.’ 

He handed it to the Princess ; Wogan sprang again on to 
the box and Gaydon whipped up the horses. The Sill river 
foamed and roared, deep in a gorge upon their left. Close 
at their right rose steeply the ice-hung hills. They reached 
the first posting stage at two o’clock in the morning, the 
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second at four, the third at six, and at each they wasted no 
time. All that night their horses strained up the mountain 
road amid the whirling sleet. At times the wind roaring 
down a gorge would set the carriage rocking ; at times they 
stuck fast in drifts, and Wogan and Gaydon must leap from 
the box, and plunging waist-deep in the snow must drag at 
the horses and push at the wheels. The pace was still too 
slow ; Wogan seemed to hear on every gust of wind the 
sound of a galloping company. 

‘We have lost twelve hours, more than twelve hours 
now/ he repeated and repeated to Gaydon. All the way to 
Ala they would still be in the Emperor’s territory. It 
needed only a single courier to gallop past them, and at 
either Roveredo or Trent they would infallibly be taken. 
Wogan fingered his pistols, straining his eyes backwards 
down the road. 

At daybreak the snow stopped, and the carriage rolled 
on high among the mountains under a grey sky, against a 
biting wind. In the teeth of it, at times the horses barely 
advanced, at times they staggered and stopped. But there 
was never a black speck visible upon the white of the 
snow behind them ; as yet no courier was overtaking them, 
as yet Innspruck did not know its captive had escaped. 
At eight o’clock in the morning they came to Nazareth and 
found their own berlin ready harnessed at the post-house 
door, the postillion already in his saddle, and Misset waiting 
with an uncovered head. 

‘Her Highness will breakfast here, no doubt/ said 
Gaydon. 

‘Misset will have seen to it/ cried Wogan, ‘that the 
berlin is furnished. We can breakfast as we go.’ 

They waited no more than ten minutes at Nazareth. 
The order of travelling was now changed. Wogan and 
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Gaydon travelled in the berlin with Mrs. Misset and 
Clementina. Gaydon being the oldest of the party figured 
as the Count of Cernes, Mrs. Misset as his wife, Clementina 
as his niece, and Wogan as a friend of the family. O'Toole 
and Misset rode beside the carriage in the guise of servants. 
Thus they started from Nazareth and had journeyed per- 
haps a mile, when without so much as a moan Clementina 
swooned and fell forward into Wogan’s arms. Mrs. Misset 
uttered a cry, Wogan clasped the Princess to his breast. Her 
head fell back across his arm pale as death, her eyes were 
closed, her bosom, strained against his, neither rose nor fell. 

‘She has fasted all Lent/ he said in a broken voice. 
c She has eaten nothing since we left Innspruck.’ 

Mrs. Misset burst into tears, she caught Clementina’s 
hand and kissed it, she had no eyes but for her. With 
Gaydon it was different. Wogan was holding the Princess 
in a clasp too loverlike, though to be sure it was none of 
his business. 

8 We must stop the carriage/ he said. 

8 No/ cried Wogan desperately. 8 That we must not do/ 
and he caught her still closer to him. He had a fear that 
she was dying. Even so, she should not be recaptured. 
Though she were dead he would still carry her dead body 
into Bologna and lay it white and still before his King. 
Europe from London to the Bosphorus should know the 
truth of her and ring with the wonder of her, though she 
were dead. O’Toole, attracted by the noise of Mrs. Misset’s 
lamentations, bent down over his horse’s neck and looked 
into the carriage. 

8 Her Highness is ill/ he cried. 

8 Drive on/ replied Wogan through his clenched teeth. 

Upon the other side of the carriage Misset shouted 
through the window, 8 There is a spring by the roadside ! ’ 
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Dri\e on,’ said Wogan. 

Gay don touched him on the arm. 

‘ You will stifle her, man.’ 

Wogan woke to a comprehension of his attitude and 
placed Clementina back on her seat Mrs. Misset by 
good fortune had a small bottle of carmelite water in her 
pocket; she held it to the Princess’s nostrils, who in a 
little opened her eyes and saw her companions in tears 
about her imploring her to wake. 

‘It is nothing,’ she said. ‘Take courage, my poor 
marmosets,’ and with a smile, she added, ‘there’s my six 
feet four with the tears in his eyes. Did ever a woman 
have such friends ? ’ 

The sun came out in the sky as she spoke. They had 
topped the pass and were now driving down towards 
Italy. There was snow about them still on the mountain 
sides and deep in drifts upon the roads. But the air was 
musical with the sound of innumerable freshets ; they could 
be seen leaping and sparkling in the sunlight ; the valleys 
below were green with the young green of spring, and the 
winds were tempered with the warmth of Italy. A like 
change came upon the fugitives. They laughed where 
before they had wept, from under the seat they pulled out 
chickens which Misset had cooked with his own hands at 
Nazareth, bottles of the wine of St. Laurent, and bread, 
and Wogan allowed a halt long enough to get water from a 
spring by the roadside. 

‘ There is no salt,’ said Gaydon. 

‘Indeed there is,’ replied Misset, indignant at the 
aspersion on his catering. * I have it in my tobacco box.’ 
He took his tobacco box from his pocket and passed it 
into the carriage. Clementina made sandwiches and 
passed them out to the horsemen. The chickens turned 
M 
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out to be old cocks impervious to the soundest tooth. No 
one minded, except Misset who had bought them. The 
jolts of the carriage became matter for a jest They 
picnicked with the merriment of children, and finally 
O’Toole to show his contempt for the Emperor fired 
off both his loaded pistols in the air. 

At that Wogan’s anxiety returned. He blazed up into 
anger. He thrust his head from the window. 

c Is this your respect for Her Highness?’ he cried. 
* Is this your consideration ? ’ 

c Nay,’ interposed Clementina, * you shall not chide my 
six feet four.’ 

c But he is mad, your Highness. I don’t say but what 
a trifle of madness is salt to a man, but O’Toole ’s clean 
daft to be firing his pistols off to let the whole world know 
who we are. Here are we not six stages from Innspruck, 
and already we have lost twelve hours.’ 

‘When?’ 

* Last night before we left Innspruck, between the time 
when you escaped from the villa and when I joined you in 
the avenue. I climbed out of the window to descend as 
I had entered, but the sentinel had returned. He was 
standing beneath me. I waited on the window ledge 
crouched against the wall until he should show me his back. 
After five minutes or so he did. He stamped on the snow 
and marched up the lane. I let myself down and hung by 
my hands to the cornice, but he turned on his beat before 
I could drop. He marched back towards me, I clung to 
the ledge thinking that in the darkness he would pass on 
beneath me and never notice. He did not notice, but my 
fingers were frozen and numbed with the cold. I felt 
them slipping, I could cling no longer, and I fell. Luckily 
I fell just as he passed beneath me ; I dropped feet fore- 
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most upon his shoulders and he went down without a cry. 
I left him lying stunned there in the snow. But he will be 
found or he will recover. Either way our escape will be 
discovered, and no later than this morning. Nay, it must 
have already been discovered. Already Innspruck’s bells 
are ringing the alarm, already the pursuit is begun 9 ; and 
he leaned his head from the window and cried * Faster, 
faster!’ O’Toole for his part shouted ‘Trinkgeld ! 5 It 
was the only word of German which he knew. ‘But , 5 said 
he, ‘there was a Saracen lady I learned about at school 
who travelled over Europe and found her lover in an ale- 
house in London with no Christian word but his Christian 
name to help her on the road. Sure it would be a strange 
thing if I couldn’t travel all over Germany with the help of 
“Trinkgeld .” 5 

The word certainly had its efficacy with the postillion. 
‘Trinkgeld , 5 cried O’Toole, and the berlin rocked and 
lurched and leaped down the pass. The snow was now 
less deep, the drifts fewer. The road wound along a 
mountain side, at one window rose the rock, from the 
other the travellers looked down hundreds of feet to the 
bed of the valley and the boiling torrent of the Adige. It 
was a mere narrow riband of a road made by the Romans, 
without a thought for the convenience of travellers in a 
later day, and as the carriage turned a corner O’Toole, 
mounted on his horse, saw ahead a heavy cart crawling up 
towards them. The carter saw the berlin thundering down 
towards him behind its four maddened horses, and he 
drew his cart to the inside of the road against the rock. 
The postillion tugged at his reins, he had not sufficient 
interval of space to check his team, he threw a despairing 
glance at O’Toole. It seemed impossible the berlin could 
pass. To cry out would have served no end. O’Toole 
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fell behind the carriage with his mind made up. He 
looked down the precipice, he saw in his imagination the 
huge carriage with its tangled struggling horses falling 
sheer into the foam of the river. And Wogan’s chosen 
woman, what of her? O’Toole could not ride back to 
Bologna with that story to tell, he and his horse must 
take the same quick steep road. 

The postillion drove so close to the cart that he touched 
it as he passed. ‘ We are lost,’ he shouted in an agony, 
and O’Toole saw the hind wheel of the berlin slip off the 
road and revolve for the fraction of a second in the air. 
He was already putting his horse at the precipice as 
though it was a ditch to be jumped, when the berlin made 
to his astonished eyes an effort to recover its balance like 
a live thing. It seemed to spring sideways from the brink 
of the precipice. It not only seemed, it did spring; the 
off-side fore-wheel had struck against and rebounded from 
one of the stone posts which fringed the chasm, and 
O’Toole, drawing rein in the great revulsion of his feelings, 
saw, as he rocked unsteadily in his saddle the carriage 
tearing safe and unhurt down the very centre of the road. 

O’Toole set his spurs to his horse and galloped after it. 
The postillion looked back and laughed. 

* Trinkgeld,’ he cried. 

O’Toole swore loudly, and getting level, beat him with 
his whip. Wogan’s head popped out of the window. 

‘ Silence,’ said he in a rage. 4 Mademoiselle is asleep,’ 
and then seeing O’Toole’s white and disordered face he 
asked ‘What is it?’ No one in the coach had had a 
suspicion of their danger, but O’Toole still saw before his 
eyes that wheel slip over the precipice and revolve in air, 
he still felt his horse beneath him quiver and refuse this 
eap into air. In broken tones he gasped out his story to 
Woean and as he SDoke the Princess stirred. 
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‘Hush!’ said Wogan. ‘She need not know. Ride 
behind, O’Toole. Your blue eyes are green with terror. 
Your face will tell the story if once she sees it.’ 

O’Toole fell back again behind the carriage, and at 
four that afternoon they stopped before the post-house 
at Brixen. They had crossed the Brenner in a storm of 
snow and howling winds; they had travelled leagues 
from Innspruck. Wogan called a halt of half-an-hour. 
The Princess had eaten barely a mouthful since her supper 
of the night before. Wogan forced her to alight, forced 
her to eat a couple of eggs and to drink a glass of wine. 
Before the half-hour had passed she was anxious to start 
again. 

From Brixen the road was easier, and either from the 
smoothness of the travelling or through some partial relief 
from his anxieties, Wogan, who had kept awake so long, 
suddenly fell fast asleep, and when he woke up again the 
night was come. He woke up without a start or even a 
movement as was his habit, and sat silently and bitterly re- 
proaching himself for that he had yielded to fatigue. It 
was pitch dark within the carriage ; he stared through the 
window and saw dimly the moving mountainside and here 
and there a clump of trees rush past. The steady breath- 
ing of Gaydon on his left and of Mrs. Misset in the comer 
opposite to Gaydon showed that those two guardians slept 
as well. His reproaches became more bitter and then 
suddenly ceased, for over against him in the darkness a 
young fresh voice was singing very sweetly and very low. 
It was the Princess Clementina, and she sang to herself, 
thinking all three of her companions were asleep. Wogan 
had not caught the sound at first above the clatter of the 
wheels, and even now that he listened it came intermit- 
tently to his ears. He heard enough, however, to know 
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and to rejoice that there was no melancholy in the music. 
The song had the clear bright thrill of the blackbird’s note 
in June. Wogan listened entranced. He would have 
given worlds to have written the song with which Clemen- 
tina solaced herself in the darkness, to have composed the 
melody on which her voice rose and sank. 

The carriage drew up at an inn, the horses were changed, 
the flight resumed. Wogan had not moved during this 
delay, neither had Misset nor O’Toole come to the door. 
But an ostler had flashed a lantern into the berlin and for 
a second the light had fallen upon Wogan’s face and open 
eyes. Clementina, however, did not cease, she sang on 
until the lights had been left behind and the darkness was 
about them. Then she stopped and said, ‘ How long is it 
since you woke ? ’ 

Wogan was taken by surprise. 

‘I should never have slept at all/ stammered he. ‘I 
promised myself that. Not a wink of sleep betwixt Inn- 
spruck and Italy, and here was I fast as a log this side of 
Trent. I think our postillion sleeps too/ and letting down 
the window he quietly called Misset. 

‘ We have fresh relays/ said he, ‘and we travel at a 
snail’s pace.’ 

‘The relays are only fresh to us/ returned Misset. ‘We 
can go no faster. There is some one ahead with three 
stages start of us. Some one of importance it would seem, 
and who travels with a retinue, for he takes all the horses 
at each stage,’ 

Wogan thrust his head out of the window. There was 
no doubt of it, the horses lagged. In this hurried flight 
the most trifling hindrance was a monumental danger, and 
this was no trifling hindrance; for the hue and cry was 
most certainly raised behind them, the pursuit from Inn- 
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spruck had begun twelve hours since on the most favour- 
able reckoning. At any moment they might hear the jingle 
of the horses’ harness on the road behind, and now here 
was a man with a great retinue blocking their way in front. 

‘ We can do no more than make a fight of it in the end,’ 
said he. £ They may be few who follow us. But who is 
he ahead ? ’ 

Misset did not know. 

* I can tell you/ said Clementina with a slight hesitation. 

* It is the Prince of Baden and he travels to Italy/ 

Wogan remembered a certain letter which his King had 
written to him from Rome, and the hesitation in the girl’s 
voice told him the rest of the story. Wogan would have 
given much to have had his fingers about the scruff of that 
pompous gentleman’s neck with the precipice handy at his 
feet. It was intolerable that the fellow should pester the 
Princess in prison and hinder her flight when she had 
escaped from it. 

‘Well, we can do no more/ said he, and he drew up the 
window. Neither Gaydon nor Mrs. Misset was awakened ; 
Clementina and Wogan were alone in the darkness. 

She leaned forward to him and said in a low voice, 

* Tell me of the King. I shall make mistakes in this new 
world. Will he have patience with me while I leam ? ’ 

She had spoken upon the same strain in the darkness of 
the staircase only the night before. Wogan gently laughed 
her fears aside. 

‘I will tell you the truest thing about the King. 
He needs you at his side. For all his friends he is at 
heart a lonely man, throned upon sorrows. I dare to tell 
you that, knowing you. He needs not a mere wife, but 
a mate, a helpmate to strive with him, her hand in his. 
Every man needs the helpmate as I read the world, for it 
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cannot but be that a man falls below himself when he 
comes home always to an empty room.’ 

The Princess was silent. Wogan hoped that he had re- 
assured her, but her thoughts were now turned from herself. 

She leaned yet further downward with her elbows upon 
her knees and in a yet lower voice she asked a question 
which fairly startled him. 

c Does she not love you ? ’ 

Wogan had indeed spoken unconsciously with a deep 
note of sadness in his voice which had sounded all the 
more strange and sad to her from its contrast with the 
quick, cheerful, vigorous tones she had come to think the 
mark of him. He had spoken as though he looked forward 
with a poignant regret through a weary span of days and 
saw himself always in youth and middle years and age 
coming home to an empty room. Therefore she put her 
question, and Wogan was taken off his guard. 

‘ There is no one/ he said in a flurry. 

Clementina shook her head. 

e I wish that I may hear the King speak so, and in that 
voice, I shall be very sure he loves me/ she said in a musing 
voice and so changing almost to a note of raillery. ‘ Tell me 
her name/ she pleaded. ‘ What is amiss with her that she is 
notthankfulfor atrue man’s love like yours ? Is she haughty? 
I ’ll bring her on her knees to you. Does she think her birth 
sets her too high in the world? I ’ll show her so much con- 
tempt, you so much courtesy, that she shall fall from her 
arrogance and doat upon your steps. Perhaps she is too 
sure of your devotion ? Why, then 1 11 make her jealous.’ 

Wogan interrupted her, and the agitation of his voice 
put an end to her raillery. Somehow she had wounded 
him who had done so much for her. 

‘ Madam, I beg you to believe me there is no one/ and 
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casting about for a sure argument to dispel her conjectures 
he said on an impulse, * Listen, I will make your Highness 
a confidence/ He stopped to make sure that Gaydon and 
Mrs. Misset were still asleep. Then he laughed uneasily 
like a man that is half ashamed and resumed — 

* I am lord and king of a city of dreams. Here 's the 
opening of a fairy tale, you will say. But when I am asleep 
my city's very real, and even now that I am awake I could 
draw you a map of it, though I could not name its streets. 
That 's my town's one blemish. Its streets are nameless. 
It has taken a long while in the building, ever since my 
boyhood, and, indeed, the work’s not finished yet, nor do 
I think it ever will be finished till I die since my brain's 
its architect. When I was asleep but now, I discovered a 
new villa and an avenue of trees and a tavern with red 
blinds which I had never remarked before. At the first 
there was nothing but a queer white house, of which the 
original has fallen to ruins at RathcofFey in Ireland. This 
house stood alone in a wide fiat emerald plain that 
stretched like an untravelled sea to a circle of curving sky. 
There was room to build you see, and when I left Rath- 
coffey and became a wanderer the building went on apace. 
There are dark lanes there from Avignon between great 
frowning houses, narrow climbing streets from Meran, 
arcades from Bologna, and a park of many thickets and tall 
poplar trees with a long silver stretch of water. One day 
you will see that park from the windows of St. James's. 
It has a wall, too, my city, a round wall enclosing it within 
a perfect circle, and from whatever quarter of the plain you 
come towards it you only see this wall; there's not so 
much as a chimney visible above it. Once you have 
crowded with the caravans and traders through the gates, 
for my town is "busy, you are immediately in the ringing 
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streets. I think my architect in that took Aigues Mortes 
for his model. Outside you have the flat silent plain, 
across which the merchants creep in long trailing lines, 
within the noise of markets, the tramp of horses’ hoofs, 
the talk of men and women, and if you listen hard the 
whispers too of lovers. Oh my city’s populous 1 There 
are quiet alleys with windows opening on to them, where 
on summer nights you may see a young girl’s face with the 
moonlight on it like a glory and in the shadow of the wall 
beneath, the cloaked figure of a youth. Well, I have a 
notion’ — and then he broke off abruptly. ‘There’s a 
black horse I own, my favourite horse.’ 

‘You rode him the first time you came to Ohlau/ said 
the Princess. 

‘Do you, indeed, remember that?’ cried Wogan with so 
much pleasure that Gaydon stirred in his corner and 
Clementina said ‘ Hush ! ’ 

Wogan waited in a suspense lest Gaydon should wake 
up, which to be sure would be the most inconsiderate thing 
in the world. Gaydon, however, settled himself more 
comfortably, and in a little his regular breathing might be 
heard again. 

‘Well/ resumed Wogan, ‘I have a notion that the lady 
I shall marry will come riding some sunrise on my black 
horse across the plain and into my city of dreams. And 
she has not.’ 

‘Ah,’ said Clementina, ‘here’s a subterfuge, my friend. 
The lady you shall marry, you say. But tell me this. 
Has the lady you love ridden on your black horse into 
your city of dreams ? ’ 

‘No/ said Wogan, ‘for there is no lady whom I love.’ 
There Wogan should have ended, but he added rather 
sadly, ‘ Nor is there likely to be.’ 
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‘ Then I am sure,’ said Clementina. 

‘ Sure that I speak truth ? , 

‘ No, sure that you mislead me. It is not kind; for 
here, perhaps, I might give you some small token of my 
gratitude, would you but let me. Oh, it is no matter. I 
shall find out who the lady is. You need not doubt it. I 
shall set my wits and eyes to work. There shall be 
marriages when I am Queen. I will find out.’ 

Wogan’s face was not visible in the darkness, but he 
spoke quickly and in a startled voice, ‘That you must 
never do. Promise that you never will. Promise me that 
you will never try’; and again Gaydon stirred in his 
corner. 

Clementina made no answer to the passionate words. 
She did not promise, but she drew a breath and then from 
head to foot she shivered. Wogan dared not repeat his 
plea for a promise, but he felt that though she had not 
given it none the less she would keep it. They sat for a 
while silent. Then Clementina came back to her first 
question. 

‘Tell me of the King/ she said very softly. And as 
the carriage rolled down the mountain valley through the 
night and its wheels struck flashes of fire from the stones, 
Wogan drew a picture for her of the man she was to marry. 
It was a relief to him to escape from the dangerous talk 
of the last hour, and he spoke fervently. The poet in him 
had always been sensitive to the glamour of that wander- 
ing Prince, he had his countrymen's instinctive devotion 
to a failing cause. This was no suitable moment for 
dwelling upon the defects and weaknesses. Wogan told 
her the story of Malplaquet, of the campaign in Scotland, 
of the year's residence in Avignon. He spoke most 
bumingly. A girl would, no doubt, like to hear of her 
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lover’s achievements ; and if James Stuart had not so many 
to his name as a man could wish, that was merely because 
chance had served him ill. So a fine tale was told not to 
be found in any history book of a night attack in Scotland, 
and how the Chevalier de St. George, surprised and already 
to all purposes a prisoner, forced a way alone through nine 
grenadiers with loaded muskets and escaped over the roof 
tops. It was a good breathless story as he told it, and he 
had just come to an end when the carriage drove through 
the village of Wellishmile and stopped at the posting- 
house. Wogan opened the door and shook Gaydon by 
the shoulder. 

‘ Let us try if we can get stronger horses here/ said he, 
and he got out. Gaydon woke up with surprising alacrity. 

c I must have fallen asleep/ said he. ‘ I beseech your 
Highness’s forgiveness, I have slept this long while.’ It 
was no business of his if Wogan chose to attribute his 
own escape from Newgate as an exploit of the King’s. 
The story was a familiar one at Bologna whither they 
were hurrying ; it was sufficiently known that Charles 
Wogan was the hero. All this was Wogan’s business, 
not Gaydon’s. Nor had Gaydon anything to do with 
any city of dreams, or with any lady that might ride into 
it, or with any black horse that chanced to carry her. 
Poets, no doubt, talked that way. It was their business. 
Gaydon was not sorry that he had slept so heartily through 
those last stages. He got down from the carriage and 
met Wogan coming from the inn with a face of dismay. 

‘We are stopped here. There is no help for it. We 
have gained on the Prince of Baden, who is no more than 
two stages ahead. The relays which carried him from 
here to the next stage have only this instant come back. 
They are too tired to move. So we must stay until they 
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are refreshed. And we are still three posts this side of 
Trent/ he cried. ‘ I would not mind were Trent behind 
us. But there’s no help for it. I have hired a room 
where the Countess and her niece can sleep until such 
time as we can start.’ 

Clementina and Mrs. Misset descended and supped in 
company with Gay don and Wogan, while Misset and 
O’Toole waited upon them as servants. It was a silent 
sort of supper, very different from the meal they had made 
that morning, for though the fare was better it lacked the 
exhilaration. This delay weighed heavily upon them all. 
For the country was now for a. sure thing raised behind 
them, and if they had gained on the Prince of Baden their 
pursuers had no less certainly gained on them. 

* Would we were t’other side of Trent,’ exclaimed Wogan, 
and looking up he saw that Clementina was watching him 
with a strange intentness. Her gaze was on him again 
while they sat at supper, and when he led her to the door 
of her room, and she gave him her hand, she stood for a 
little while looking deep into his eyes. And though she 
had much need of sleep, when she had got into the room 
and the door was closed behind her she remained staring 
at the logs of the fire. 

For she knew his secret, and to her eyes he was now 
another man. Before, Wogan was the untiring servant, 
the unflinching friend; now he was the man who loved 
her. The risks he had run, his journeyings, his unswerv- 
ing confidence in the result, his laborious days and nights 
of preparation and the swift execution — love as well as 
service claimed a share in these. He was changed for 
ever to her eyes; she knew his secret There was the 
cloud no bigger than a man’s hand. For she must needs 
think over all that he had said and done by the new light 
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the secret shed. When did he first begin to care ? Why ? 
She recalled his visit long ago to Ohlau when he came 
riding across the park on his black horse charged with his 
momentous errand. She had been standing, she remem- 
bered, before the blazing log fire in the great stone hall 
much as she was standing now. Great changes had come 
since then. She was James Stuart’s chosen wife — and 
this man loved her. He had no hope of any reward, he 
desired even that she should not know. She should no 
doubt have been properly sorry and compassionate, but 
she was a girl simple and frank. To be loved by a man 
who could so endure and strive and ask no guerdon — 
that lifted her. She thought the more worthily of herself 
because he loved her. She was raised thereby. She 
could not be sorry; her blood pulsed, her heart sang, 
the starry eyes shone with a brighter light. He loved her. 
She knew his secret. A little clock chimed the hour upon 
the mantelshelf, and lifting her eyes she saw that just 
twenty-four hours had passed since she had driven out of 
Innspruck up the Brenner. 

As she got into bed a horse galloped up to the inn and 
stopped. She remembered that she had not ridden on 
his black horse out of the sunrise across the plain. He 
loved her, and since he loved her, surely — she fell asleep 
puzzled and wondering why. She was waked up some two 
hours afterwards by a rapping on the door, and she grew 
hot as she recognised Wogan’s voice cautiously whisper- 
ing to her to rise with all speed. For in her dreams from 
which she had wakened she had ridden across the flat 
green plain into the round city of dreams. 
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CHAPTER XVI 

THE FLIGHT TO ITALY; THE POTENT EFFECTS OF A 
WATER-JUG 

■\ T 7HEN the horse galloped up to the door the Princess 
* * turned on her side and went to sleep. In the com- 
mon room below Gaydon and Wogan were smoking a pipe 
of tobacco over the fire. Both men rose on the instant, 
Wogan stealthily opened the door an inch or so and looked 
down the passage. Gaydon raised a corner of the blind 
and peered through the window. The two remaining 
members of the party, Misset and O’Toole, who as lackeys 
had served the supper of the Princess, were now eating 
their own. When the Princess turned over on her side, 
and Wogan stepped on tiptoe to the door, and Gaydon 
peeped through the window, Misset laid down his knife 
and fork and drawing a flask from his pocket emptied its 
contents into an earthenware water-jug which stood upon 
the table. O’Toole, for his part, simply continued to eat. 

c He is getting off his horse,’ said Gaydon. 

* Has he ridden hard, do you think ? ’ asked Misset. 

* He seems in a mighty ill-humour.’ 

O’Toole looked up from his plate and became gradually 
aware that something was occurring. Before he could 
speak, however, Gaydon dropped the blind. 

* He is coming in. It will never do for him to find the 
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four of us together. He may not be the courier from 
Innspruck ; on the other hand he may, and seeing the four 
of us he will ask questions of the landlord. Seeing no 
more than two, he will very likely ask none/ 

O’Toole began to understand. He understood at all 
events that for him there was to be no more supper. If 
two were to make themselves scarce he knew that he would 
be one of the two. 

‘Very well,’ said he, heaving a sigh which made the 
glasses on the table dance, and laying his napkin down he 
got up. To his surprise, however, he was bidden to stay. 

‘Gaydon and I will go, for we have supped,’ said 
Wogan. ‘ Jack will find out the fellow’s business.’ 

Misset nodded his head and took up his knife and fork 
again. He leaned across the table to O’Toole, as the 
others stepped out of the room. 

‘You speak only French, Lucius. You come from 
Savoy.’ He had no time to say more for the newcomer 
stamped blustering down the passage and flung into the 
room. The man, as Gaydon had remarked, was in a 
mighty ill-humour, his clothes and his face were splashed 
with mud, and he seemed moreover in the last stage of ex- 
haustion. For though he bawled for the landlord, it was in 
a weak, hoarse voice which did not reach beyond the door. 

Misset looked at him with sympathy. 

‘You have no doubt come far,’ said he, ‘and the land- 
lord’s a laggard. Here’s something that may comfort you 
till he comes,’ and he filled a glass half-full with red Tyrol 
wine from the bottle at his elbow. 

The man thanked him and advanced to the table. 

‘It is a raw, hot wine,’ continued Misset, ‘and goes 
better with water,’ and he filled up the glass from the 
water-jug. The courier reached out his hand for it. 
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* I am the thirstiest man in all Germany/ said he, and he 
took a gulp of the wine and immediately fell to spluttering. 

4 Save us/ said he, 4 but this wine is devilishly strong.’ 

4 Try some more water/ said Misset, and again he filled 
up the glass. The courier drank it all in a single draught 
and stood winking his eyes and shaking his head. 

4 That warms a man/ said he. 4 It does one good/ and 
again he called for the landlord and this time with a stronger 
voice. The landlord still lagged, however, and Misset did 
not doubt that Wogan had found a means to detain him. 
He filled up the courier’s glass again, half wine, half water. 
The courier sat heavily down in a chair. 

4 1 take the liberty, sirs/ said he, 4 1 am no better than 
a dung-heap to sit beside gentlemen; but indeed I can 
stand no longer. Never have I stridden across such vile 
slaughterhouse cattle as they keep for travellers on the 
Brenner road. I have sprained my legs with spurring ’em. 
Seven times/ he cried with an oath, 4 seven times has a 
horse dropped under me to-day. There’s not an inch 
of me unbruised, curse me if there is! I’m a cake of 
mud/ 

Misset knew very well why the courier had suffered 
these falls. The horses he had ridden had first been tired 
by the Prince of Baden and then had the last spark of fire 
flogged out of them by the Princess’s postillions. He 
merely shrugged his shoulders, however, and said, 4 That 
looks ill for us/ 

The courier gazed suddenly at Misset, then at O’Toole 
with a .dull sort of suspicion in his eyes. 

4 And which way might you gentlemen be travelling ? ’ 

4 To Innspruck ; we ’re from Trent/ said Misset boldly. 

The courier turned to O’Toole. 

4 And you too, sir ? 9 

N 
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O’Toole turned a stolid, uncomprehending face upon 
the courier 

‘Pour moi, monsieur, je suis Savoyard. Monsieur, qui 
vous parle, c’est mon compagnon de n£goce. 

The courier gazed with blank heavy eyes at O’Toole. 
He had the appearance of a man fuddled with drink. Pie 
heaved a sigh or two. 

‘Will you repeat that,’ he said at length, ‘and slowly?’ 

O’Toole repeated his remark and the courier nodded at 
him. ‘ That’s very strange,’ said he solemnly, wagging his 
head, ‘ I do not dispute its truth, but it is most strange. 
I will tell my wife of it.’ He turned in his chair and a 
twinge from his bruises made him cry out, ‘ I shall be as 
stiff as a mummy in the morning,’ he exclaimed, and swore 
loudly at * the bandits,’ who had caused him this deplorable 
journey. Misset and O’Toole exchanged a quick glance, 
and Misset pushed the glass across the table. The courier 
took it and his eyes lighted up. 

‘You have come from Trent,’ said he. ‘Did you pass 
a travelling carriage on the road ? ’ 

‘Yes/ said Misset, ‘the Prince of Baden with a large 
following drove into Trent as we came out.’ 

‘Yes, yes/ said the courier, ‘but no second party behind 
the Prince ? ’ 

Misset shook his head ; he made a pretence of consulting 
O’Toole in French and O’Toole shook his head. 

‘Then I shall have the robbers/ cried the courier. 
‘They are to be flayed alive, and they deserve it/ he 
shouted fiercely to Misset. ‘ Gallows-birds ! ’ 

He dropped his head upon his arms and muttered 
‘Gallows-birds!’ again. It seemed that he was falling 
asleep, but he suddenly sat up and beat on the table with 
his fist. 
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‘ I have eaten nothing since the morning. Ah — gallows 
birds — flayed alive, and hanged — no, hanged and flayed 
alive — no, that's impossible.’ He drank off the wine 
which Misset had poured out for him and rose from his 
chair. ‘Where's the landlord? I want supper. I want 
besides to speak to him,' and he staggered towards the 
door. 

‘As for supper,' said Misset, ‘we shall be glad if you 
will share ours. Travellers should be friendly.' 

O'Toole caught the courier by the arm and with a polite 
speech in French drew him again down into his chair. 
The courier stared at O'Toole and forgot all about the 
landlord. He had eaten nothing all day and the wine 
and the water-jug had gone to his head. He put a long 
fore-finger on O’Toole's knee. 

‘ Say that again,’ said he, and O'Toole obeyed. A slow, 
fat smile spread all over the courier's face. 

* I'll tell my wife about it,' said he. He tried to clap 
O'Toole on the back, and missing him, fell forward with 
his face on the table. The next minute he was snoring. 
Misset walked round the table and deftly picked his 
pockets. There was a package in one of them super- 
scribed to the Prince-Bishop Taxis, the Governor of 
Trent. Misset deliberately broke the seal and read the 
contents. He handed the package to O'Toole, who read 
it, and then flinging it upon the ground, danced upon it. 
Misset went out of the room and found Wogan and 
Gaydon keeping watch by Clementina’s door. To them 
he spoke in a whisper. 

* The fellow brings letters from General Heister to the 
Governor of Trent to stop us at all costs. But his letters 
are destroyed and he’s lying dead drunk on the table.' 

The three men quickly concerted a plan. The Princess 
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must be roused, a start must be made at once, and O’Toole 
must be left behind to keep a watch upon the courier. 
Wogan rapped at the door and waked Clementina, he 
sent Gaydon to the stables to bribe the ostlers, and with 
Misset went down to inform O’Toole. 

O’Toole, however, was sitting with his eyes closed and 
his head nodding, surrounded by scraps of the letter 
which he had danced to pieces. Wogan shook him by 
the shoulder and he opened his eyes and smiled fatuously. 

'He means to tell his wife,' he said with a foolish 
gurgle of laughter. ‘ He must be an ass. I don’t think 
if I had a wife I should tell her. Would you, Wogan, tell 
your wife if you had one? Misset wouldn’t tell his wife.’ 

Misset interrupted him. 

‘What have you drunk since I went out of the room?’ 
he asked roughly. He took up the water-jug and turned 
it topsy-turvy. It was quite empty. 

‘Only water,’ said O’Toole dreamily, and he laughed 
again. ‘Now I wouldn’t mind telling my wife that,’ 
said he. 

Misset let him go and turned with a gesture of despair 
to Wogan. 

* I poured my flask out into the water-bottle. It was 
full of burned Strasbourg brandy of double strength. It 
is as potent as opium. Neither of them will have his 
wits before to-morrow. It will not help us to leave 
O’Toole to guard the courier.’ 

‘And we cannot take him,’ said Wogan. ‘There is 
the Princess to be thought of. A drugged man would 
hamper us over-much. We must leave him and we cannot 
leave him alone, for his neck ’s in danger — more than in 
danger if the courier wakes before him.’ 

He picked up carefully the scraps of the letter and 
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placed them in the middle of the fire. They were hardly 
burned before Gaydon came into the room with word that 
horses were already being harnessed to the berlin. Wogan 
explained their predicament. 

c We must choose which of us three shall stay behind/ 
said he. 

* Which of us two/ Misset corrected, pointing to Gaydon 
and himself. ‘When the Princess drives into Bologna, 
Charles Wogan, who first had the high heart to dare 
this exploit, the brain to plot, the hand to execute it, 
Charles Wogan must ride at her side, not Misset, not 
Gaydon. I take no man’s honours.’ He shook Wogan 
by the hand as he spoke, and he had spoken with an 
extraordinary warmth of admiration. Gaydon could do 
no less than follow his companion’s example, though there 
was a shade of embarrassment in his manner of assenting. 
It was not that he had any envy of Wogan or any desire 
to rob him of a single tittle of his due credit. There was 
nothing mean in Gaydon’s nature, but here was a halving 
of Clementina's protectors, and he could not stifle a 
suspicion that the best man of the four to leave behind 
was really Charles Wogan himself. Not a word, however, 
of this could he say, and so he nodded his assent to 
Misset's proposal. 

c It is I, then, who stay behind with O’Toole and the 
courier/ he said. ‘Misset has a wife, the lot evidently 
falls to me. We will make a shift somehow or the other 
to keep the fellow quiet till sundown to-morrow, which 
time should see you out of danger.' He unbuckled the 
sword from his waist and laid it on the table, and that 
simple action touched Wogan to the heart He slipped 
his arm into Gaydon’s and said remorsefully : — 

‘Dick, I do hate to leave you, you and Lucius. I 



CLEMENTINA 


198 

swept you into the peril, you two, my friends, and now 
I leave you in the thick of it to find a way out for your- 
selves. But there is no remedy, is there? I shall not 
rest until I see you both again. Good-bye, Lucius.’ He 
looked at O’Toole sprawling with outstretched legs upon 
his groaning chair. c My six feet four/ said he tenderly 
and turning to Gaydon, 4 you must give me the passport. 
Have a good care of him, Dick/ and he gripped O’Toole 
affectionately by the arms for a second, and then taking 
the passport hurried from the room. Gaydon had seldom 
seen Wogan so moved. 

The berlin was brought round to the door, the Princess 
rosy with sleep stepped into it ; Wogan had brought with 
him his muff, and he slipped it over Clementina’s feet to 
keep her warm during the night; Misset took Gaydon’s 
place and the postillion cracked his whip and set off 
towards Trent. Gaydon sitting before the fire in the 
parlour heard the wheels grate upon the road, he had 
a vision of the berlin thundering through the night with 
a trail of sparks from the wheels, and he wondered whether 
Misset was asleep or merely leaning back with his eyes 
shut, and thus visiting incognito Wogan’s fairyland of 
dreams. However, Gaydon consoled himself with the 
reflection that it was none of his business. 
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CHAPTER XVII 

THE FLIGHT TO ITALY; A GROWING CLOUD 

T) UT Gaydon was out of his reckoning. There were no 
^ fairy tales told for Misset to overhear, and the Princess 
Clementina slept in her corner of the carriage. If a jolt 
upon a stone wakened her a movement opposite told her 
that her sentinel was watchful and alert. Three times 
the berlin stopped for a change of horses, and on each 
occasion Wogan was out of the door and harrying the 
ostlers before the wheels had ceased to revolve. 
f You should sleep, my friend/ said she. 
c Not till we reach Italy/ he replied, and with the con- 
fidence of a child she nestled warmly in her cloak again 
and closed her eyes. This feeling of security was a new 
luxury to her after the months of anxiety and prison. 
The grey light of the morning stole into the berlin and 
revealed to her the erect and tireless figure of her saviour. 
The sun leaped down the mountain peaks and the grey 
of the light was now a sparkling gold. Wogan bade Her 
Highness look from the carriage window, and she could 
not restrain a cry of delight. On her left mountain ridge 
rose behind mountain ridge away to the towering lime- 
stone cliffs of Monte Scanupia; on her right the white 
peaks of the Orto d’Abram flashed to the sun, and between 
the hills the valley of the Adige rolled southwards, a 
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narrow strip of summer country — a country of villages and 
vines, of mulberry trees and fields of maize, in the midst 
of which rose the belfries of an Italian town. 

* This is Italy,’ she cried. 

‘But the Emperor’s Italy,’ answered Wogan, and at 
half-past nine that morning the carriage stopped in the 
public square of Trent. As Wogan stepped on to the 
ground he saw a cloud of dust at the opposite side of 
the square, and wrapped in that cloud men on horseback 
like soldiers in the smoke of battle; he heard, too, the 
sound of wheels. The Prince of Baden had that instant 
driven away, and he had taken every procurable horse in 
the town. Wogan’s own horses could go no farther. He 
came back to the door of the carriage. 

‘I must search through Trent,’ said he, ‘on the mere 
chance of finding what will serve us. Your Highness 
must wait in the inn,’ and Clementina muffling her face 
said to him : — 

‘ I dare not. My face is known in Trent, though this 
is the first time I ever saw it. But many gentlemen from 
Trent came to the Innspruck carnival, and of these a 
good number were kind enough to offer me their hearts. 
They were allowed to besiege me to their content. I 
must needs remain in the shelter of the carriage.’ 

Wogan left Misset to stand sentinel and hurried off 
upon his business. He ran from stable to stable, from 
inn to inn. The Prince of Baden had hired thirty-six 
horses, six more were nowhere to be found. Wogan would 
be content with four ; he ended in a prayer for two. At 
each house the door was shut in his face. Wogan was 
in despair; nowhere could delay be so dangerous as at 
Trent, where there were soldiers and a governor who 
would not hesitate to act without orders if he suspected 
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the Princess Clementina was escaping through his town. 
Two hours had passed in Wogan’s vain search, two hours 
of daylight during which Clementina had sat in an 
unharnessed carriage in the market square. Wogan ran 
back to the square, half expecting to find that she had 
been recognised and arrested. As he reached the square 
he saw that curious people were loitering about the 
carriage. As he pushed through them he heard them 
questioning why travellers should on so hot a morning 
of spring sit muffled up in a close dark carriage when 
they could take their ease beneath trees in the inn garden. 
One man laughed out at the Princess and the comical 
figure she made with her scarlet cloak drawn tight 
about her face. Wogan himself had bought that cloak 
in Strasbourg to guard his Princess from the cold of 
the Brenner, and guessed what discomfort its ermine 
lining must now be costing her. And this lout dared 
to laugh and make her, his incomparable woman, a butt 
for his ridicule! Wogan took a step towards the fellow 
with his fists clenched, but thought the better of his 
impulse, and turning away ran to the palace of Prince 
Taxis. 

This desperate course alone remained to him ; he must 
have speech with the Prince-bishop himself. At the 
palace, however, he was informed that the Prince was 
in bed with the gout. Mr. Wogan, nevertheless, insisted. 

‘You will present my duties to the Prince; you will show 
him my passport; you will say that the Count of Cemes 
has business of the last importance in Italy, and begs per- 
mission, since the Prince of Baden has hired every post- 
horse in the town, to requisition half-a-dozen farm-horses 
from the fields . 5 

Mr. Wogan kicked his heels in the courtyard while the 
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message was taken. At any moment some rumour of the 
curious spectacle in the square might be brought to the 
palace and excite inquiry. There might be another courier 
in pursuit besides the man whom Gaydon kept a prisoner. 
Wogan was devoured with a fever of impatience. It 
seemed to him hours before the Prince's secretary returned. 
The secretary handed him back his passport, and on the 
part of the Prince made a speech full of civilities. 

‘Here's a great deal of jam, sir,’ said Wogan. ‘I mis- 
doubt me but what there 7 s a most unpalatable pill hidden 
away in it.’ 

‘Indeed , 7 said the secretary, ‘the Prince begs you to be 
content and to wait for the post-horses to return . 7 

‘Ah, ah ! 7 cried Wogan, ‘but that J s the one thing I can- 
not do. I must speak plainly, it appears.' He drew the 
secretary out of earshot and resumed: ‘My particular 
business is to catch up the Prince of Baden. He is sum- 
moned back to Innspruck. Do you understand ? 7 he 
asked significantly. 

‘ Sir, we are well informed in Trent as to the Emperor's 
wishes , 7 said the secretary with a great deal of dignity. 

‘No, no, my friend,' said Wogan. ‘It is not by the 
Emperor the Prince of Baden is summoned, though I 
have no doubt the summons is much to his taste . 7 

The secretary stepped back in surprise. 

‘ By Her Highness the Princess ? 7 he exclaimed. 

‘She changed her mind ; she is willing where before she 
was obdurate. To tell you the truth the Prince plied her 
too hard, and she would have none of him. Now that he 
turns his back and puts the miles as fast as he can between 
himself and her she cannot sleep for want of him . 7 

The secretary nodded his head sagaciously. 

‘Her Highness is a woman , 7 said he, ‘and that explains 
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all. But it will do her no harm to suffer a little longer for 
her obstinacy, and to tell you the truth the Prince Taxis is 
so tormented with the gout that * 

‘That you are unwilling to approach him a second time,’ 
interrupted Wogan. ‘ I have no doubt of it. I have myself 
seen prelates in a most unprelatical mood. But here is a 
case where needs must. I have not told you all. There 
is a devil of a fellow called Charles Wogan . 7 

The secretary nodded his head. 

‘A mad Irishman who has vowed to free Her High- 
ness . 7 

c He has set out from Strasbourg with that aim . 7 

* He will hang for it then, but he will never rescue her, 
and the secretary began to laugh. £ I cannot, upon my 
honour, vex the Prince again because a gallows-bird has 
prated in his cups . 7 

‘No, no , 7 said Wogan, ‘you do not follow me. Charles 
Wogan will come to the gallows over this adventure. For 
my part I would have him broken on the wheel and tor- 
tured in many uncomfortable ways. These Irishmen all 
the world over are pestilent fellows. But the trouble is this : 
If Her Highness hears of his attempt, she is, as you sagely 
discovered, a woman, a trivial, trifling thing. She will be 
absurd enough to imagine her rescue possible, she will 
again change her mind, and it is precisely that which 
General Heister fears. He would have her formally be- 
trothed to the Prince of Baden before Charles Wogan is 
caught and hanged sky-high. Therefore, since I was 
pressing into Italy he charged me with this message to the 
Prince of Baden. Now observe this, if you please. Sup- 
pose that I do not overtake the Prince, suppose that Her 
Highness hears of Wogan ’s coming and again changes her 
mind, who will be to blame ? Not I, for I have done my 
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best ; not Prince Taxis, for he is not informed, but Prince 
Taxis’s secretary. 5 

The secretary yielded to Wogan’s argument. He might 
be in a great fear of Prince Taxis, but he was in a greater 
of the Emperor’s wrath. He left Wogan again and in a 
little while came back with the written permission which 
Wogan desired. Wogan wasted no time in unnecessary 
civilities, the morning had already been wasted. The 
clocks were striking one as he hurried away from the 
palace, and before two the Princess Clementina was able 
to throw back her cloak from about her face and take the 
air, for the berlin was on the road from Trent to Roveredo. 

* Those were the worst four hours since we left Inn- 
spruck, 5 she said. £ I thought I should suffocate. 5 The 
revulsion from despair, the knowledge that each beat of 
the hoofs brought them nearer to safety, the glow of the 
sun upon a country which was Italy in all but name, raised 
them all to the top of their spirits. Clementina was in her 
gayest mood, she lavished caresses upon her c little woman, 5 
as she called Mrs. Misset, she would have Wogan give her 
an account of his interview with Prince Taxis’s secretary, 
she laughed with the merriest enjoyment over the abuse of 
Charles Wogan. 

c But it was not myself alone whom I slandered,’ said he. 

£ Your Highness had a share of our abuse. Our heads 
wagged gravely over woman’s inconstancies. It was not in 
nature but you must change your mind. Indeed your 
Highness would have laughed.’ 

But at all events Her Highness did not laugh now. On 
the contrary her eyes lost all their merriment and her blood 
rushed hotly into her cheeks. She became for that after- 
noon a creature of moods, now talking quickly and perhaps 
a trifle wildly, now relapsing into long silences. Wogan 
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was troubled by a thought that the strain of her journey 
was telling its tale even upon her vigorous youth. It may 
be that she noted his look of anxiety, but she said to him 
abruptly and with a sort of rebellion, ‘You would despise 
any woman who had the temerity to change her mind. 1 

‘ Nay. I do not say that.’ 

‘But it is merely politeness that restrains you. You 
would despise, judging her by men. When a man changes 
his mind, why it is so, he changes his mind. But when a 
girl does, it may well be that for the first time she is seri- 
ously exercising her judgment, since her upbringing renders 
it natural that she should allow others to make up her 
mind for her at the first.’ 

* That, I think, is very true/ said Wogan. 

Clementina, however, was not satisfied with his assent. 
She attacked him again and almost vindictively. 

‘ You, of course, would never change your mind for any 
reason, once it was fixed. You are resolute. You are 
quite, quite perfect.’ 

Mr. Wogan could not imagine what he had done thus to 
provoke her irony. 

c Madam/ he pleaded, * I am not in truth so obstinate a 
fellow as you make me out. I have often changed my 
mind. I take some pride in it on occasion.’ 

Her Highness inclined to a greater graciousness. 

‘I am glad to know it. You shall give me examples. 
One may have a stiff neck and yet no cause for pride.’ 

Wogan looked so woebegone under this reproof 
that Clementina suddenly broke out into a laugh, and so 
showed herself in a fresh and a more familiar mood. The 
good humour continued. She sat opposite to Mr. Wogan ; 
if she moved, her hand, her knee, her foot must needs 
touch his ; she made him tell her stories of his campaigns. 
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and so the evening came upon them, an evening of stars 
and mysterious quiet and a clear dark sky. 

They passed Roveredo, they drew near to Ala, the last 
village in the Emperor’s territories. Five miles beyond 
Ala they would be on Venetian soil, and already they saw 
the lights of the village twinkling like so many golden 
candles. But the berlin which had drawn them so stoutly 
over these rugged mountain roads failed them at the last. 
One of the hind wheels jolted violently upon a great stone, 
there was a sudden cracking of wood, and the carriage 
lurched over, throwing its occupants one against the other. 

Wogan disentangled himself, opened the door and sprang 
out. He sprang out into a pool of water. One glance at 
the carriage, dark though the night was, told him surely 
what had happened. The axle-tree was broken. He saw 
that Clementina was about to follow him. 

‘There is water,’ <said he. ‘It is ankle-deep.’ 

c And no white stone,’ she answered with a laugh, ‘ where- 
on I can safely set my foot ? 7 

‘No,’ said he, ‘but you can trust without fear to my 
arms,’ and he reached them out to her. 

* Can I ? 9 said she in a curious voice, and when he had 
lifted her from the carriage she was aware that she could 
not. He lifted her daintily like a piece of porcelain, but 
to lift her was not enough ; he must carry her. His arms 
tightened about her waist, hers in spite of herself about 
his shoulders. He took a step or two from the carriage 
with the water washing over his boots, and the respectful 
support of a servant became the warm grip of a man. He 
no longer held her daintily, he gripped her close to him, 
straining her breasts against his chest ; he was on fire with 
her. She could not but know it; his arms shook, his 
bosom heaved, she felt the quick hammering of his heart, 
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and a murmur, an inarticulate murmur of infinite longing, 
trembled from his throat. And something of his madness 
passed into her and made a sweet tumult in her blood. 
He stopped still holding her, he felt her fingers clasp 
tighter, he looked downwards into her face upturned to 
his. They were alone for a moment these two, alone in 
an uninhabited world. The broken carriage, the busy 
figures about it, the smoking horses, the lights of Ala 
twinkling in the valley had not even the substance of 
shadows. They simply were not and they never had been. 
There were just two people alive between the poles, not 
Princess and servant, but man and woman in the primitive 
relationship of rescuer and rescued, and they stood in the 
dark of a translucent night of spring, with the stars throb- 
bing above them to the time of their passionate hearts and 
the earth stretching about them rich as dark velvet. He 
looked down into her eyes as once in the night-time he 
had done before, and again he marvelled at their steadiness 
and their mysterious depths. Her eyes were fixed on his 
and did not flinch; her arms were close about his neck; 
he bent his head towards her and she said in a queer tone- 
less voice, low but as steady as her eyes : — 

* I know. Ah, but well I know. Last night I dreamed. 
I rode on your black horse into your city of dreams;* 
and the moment of passion ended in farce. For Wbgan, 
startled by the words, set her down there and then into 
the pool. She stood over her ankles in water. She 
uttered a little cry and shivered. Then she laughed 
and sprang lightly on to dry soil, making much of her 
companion's awkwardness. Wogan joined in the laughter, 
finding therein as she did something of a safeguard. 

4 We must walk to Ala/ said he. 

4 It is as well/ said she. ‘There was a time when 
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cavaliers laid their cloaks in the mud to save a lady’s 
shoe-sole.’ 

‘Madam,’ said Wogan, ‘the chivalry of to-day has the 
same intention.’ 

‘But in its effect,’ said she, ‘it is more rheumatical.’ 

Wogan searched in the carriage and drew out a coil of 
rope which he slung across his shoulders like a bandolier. 
Clementina laughed at him for his precautions, but Wogan 
was very serious. ‘I would not part with it,’ said he. 
‘ I am an old campaigner ; I never travelled for four days 
without being put to it for a piece of rope.’ 

They left the postillion to make what he could of the 
berlin and walked forward in the clear night to Ala. The 
shock of the tumble had alarmed Mrs. Misset, the fatigue 
of the journey had strained her endurance to the utmost. 
She made no complaint, but she could walk but slowly 
and with many rests by the way. It took a long while 
for them to reach the village. They saw the lights 
diminish in the houses, the stars grew pale, there came 
a hint of morning in the air. The laughter at Wogan’s 
awkwardness had long since died away and they walked 
in silence. 

Forty-eight hours had passed since the berlin left 
Innspruck. Twenty -four hours ago Clementina knew 
Wogan’s secret. Now he was aware that she knew it. 
They could not look into each other’s faces but their eyes 
conversed of it. If they turned their heads sharply away 
that aversion of their gaze spoke no less clearly. There 
was a link between them now and a secret link, the 
sweeter on that account perhaps, certainly the more 
dangerous. The cloud had grown much bigger than a 
man’s hand. Moreover, she had never seen James 
Stuart; she had his picture it is true, but the picture 
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could not recall. It must create, not revivify his image 
to her thoughts, and that it could not do, so that he 
remained a shadowy figure to her, a mere number of 
features, almost an abstraction. On the other hand the 
King’s emissary walked by her side, sat sleepless before 
her, had held her in his arms, had talked with her, had 
risked his life for her ; she knew him. What she knew 
of James Stuart she knew chiefly from the lips of this 
emissary. On this walk to Ala he spoke of his master, 
and remorsefully in the highest praise. But she knew 
his secret, she knew that he loved her, and therefore every 
remorseful loyal word he spoke praised him more than it 
praised his master. And it happened that just as they 
came to the outskirts of the village she dropped a hand- 
kerchief which hung loosely about her neck. For a 
moment she did not remark her loss ; when she did, and 
turned, she saw that her companion was rising from the 
ground on which no handkerchief any longer lay, and that 
he had his right hand in his breast. She turned again 
without a word and walked forward. But she knew that 
the handkerchief was against his heart and the cloud still 
grew 
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CHAPTER XVIII 

WOGAN AND CLEMENTINA CONTINUE THEIR JOURNEY ALONE 

r T'HEY reached Ala towards two o’clock of the morning. 

^ The town had some reputation in those days for its 
velvets and silks, and Wogan made no doubt that somewhere 
he would procure a carriage to convey them the necessary 
five miles into Venetian territory. The Prince of Baden 
was still ahead of them, however. The inn of the 
‘Golden Lion’ had not a single horse fit for their use 
in its stables. Wogan, however, obtained there a few 
likely addresses, and set out alone upon his search. He 
returned in a couple of hours with a little two-wheeled 
cart drawn by a pony, and sent word within that he was 
ready. Clementina herself, with her hood thrown back 
from her face, came out to him at the door. An oil lamp 
swung in the passage and lit up her face. Wogan could 
see that the face was grave and anxious. 

‘ Your Highness and Mrs. Misset can ride in the cart. 
It has no springs to be sure, and may shake to pieces like 
plaster; but if it carries you five miles it will serve. Misset 
and I can run by the side.’ 

‘But Lucy Misset must not go,’ said Clementina. ‘She 
is ill, and no wonder. She must not take one step more 
to-night. There would be great danger, and indeed she 
has endured enough for me.’ 
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The gravity of the girl’s face, as much as her words, 
convinced Wogan that here was no occasion for encourage- 
ment or resistance. He said with some embarrassment, 
‘ Yet we cannot leave her here alone, and of us two men 
her husband must stay with her.’ 

‘Dare we wait till the morning?’ asked Clementina. 
4 Lucy may be recovered then.’ 

Wogan shook his head. 

‘The courier we stopped at Wellishmile was not the 
only man sent after us. Of that we may be very sure. 
Here are we, five miles from safety, and while those five 
miles are still unbridged Listen ! ’ 

Wogan leaned his head forward and held up his hand 
for silence. In the still night they could hear far away 
the galloping of a horse. The sound grew more distinct 
as they listened. 

‘The rider comes from Italy,’ said Clementina. 

‘But he might have come from Trent,’ cried Wogan. 
‘ We left Trent behind twelve hours ago and more. For 
twelve hours we crept and crawled along the road, these 
last miles we have walked. Any moment the Emperor’s 
troopers might come riding after us. Ah, but we are not 
safe ! I am afraid ! ’ 

Clementina turned sharply towards him as he spoke this 
unwonted confession. 

‘ You I’ she exclaimed with a wondering laugh. Yet he 
had spoken the truth. His face was twitching, his eyes 
had the look of a man scared out of his wits. 

‘Yes, I am afraid/ he said in a low, uneasy voice. 

‘ When I have all but won through the danger, then comes 
my moment of fear. In the thick of it perils tread too 
close upon the heels of perils for a man to count them up. 
Each minute claims your hands and eyes and brain, claims 
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you and inspires you. But when the danger ’s less, and 
though less still threatens, when you ’re just this side of 
safety’s frontier and not safe, indeed, indeed one should be 
afraid. A vain spirit of confidence and the tired head 
nods, and the blow falls on it from nowhere. Oh, but 
I have seen examples times out of mind. I beg you, no 
delay ! ’ 

The hoofs of the approaching horse sounded ever louder 
while Wogan spoke, and as he ended a man rode out from 
the street into the open space before the inn. The gallop 
became a trot. 

4 He is riding to the door,’ said Wogan. ‘The light 
falls on your face , 5 and he drew Clementina into the 
shadow of the wall. But at the same moment the rider 
changed his mind. He swerved; he swore aloud; it 
seemed, too, that he used his spurs, for his horse bounded 
beneath him and galloped past the inn. He disappeared 
into the darkness, and the sound of the horse diminished. 
Wogan listened until they had died away. 

‘ He rides into Austria,’ said he. 4 He rides to Trent, 
to Brixen, to Innspruck. And in haste. Let us go. I had 
even a fancy that I knew his voice.’ 

‘From a single oath uttered in anger ! Nay, you are all 
fears. For my part I was afraid that he had it in his 
mind to stay here at this inn where my little woman 
lies. What if suspicion fall on her? What if those 
troopers of the Emperor find her and guess the part she 
played ? 7 

‘ You make her safe by seeking safety,’ returned Wogan. 
‘You are the quarry the Emperor flies at. Once you are 
out of reach, his mere dignity must hold him in from 
wreaking vengeance on your friends.’ 

Wogan went into the inn and calling Misset told him of his 



WO GAN AND CLEMENTINA GO ALONE 213 

purpose. He would drive Her Highness to Peri, a little 
village ten miles from Ala, five miles within Italy. At Peri 
Mrs. Misset and her husband were to rejoin them in the 
morning, and thence they could travel by slow stages to 
Bologna. The tears flowed from Clementina’s eyes when she 
took her farewell of her little woman. Though her reason 
bowed to Wogan’s argument she had a sense of cowardice 
in deserting so faithful a friend. Mrs. Misset, however, 
joined in Wogan’s prayer, and she mounted into the trap, 
and at Wogan’s side drove out of the town. 

Clementina was silent, her driver was no more talkative. 
They were alone and together on the road to Italy. The 
embarrassment, from which Wogan’s confession of fear had 
procured them some respite, held them again in a stiff con- 
straint They were conscious of it as of a tide engulfing 
them. Neither dared to speak, dreading what might come 
of speech. The most careless question, the most indifferent 
comment might, as it seemed to both, be the spark to fire 
a mine. Neither had confidence to predict, once they 
had begun to talk, whither the talk would lead ; but they 
were very much afraid, and they sat very still lest a move- 
ment of the one should provoke a question in the other. 
She knew his secret, and he was aware that she knew it. 
She could not have found it in her heart even then to part 
willingly with her knowledge. She had thought overmuch 
upon it during the last day. She had withdrawn herself 
into it from the company of her fellow-travellers as into a 
private chamber; it was familiar and near. Nor would 
Wogan have desired, now that she had the knowledge, to 
deprive her of it, but he knew it instinctively for a danger- 
ous thing. He drove on in silence while the stars paled 
in the heavens and a grey, pure light crept mistily up from 
the under edges of the world, and the morning broke hard 
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and empty and cheerless. Wogan suddenly drew in the 
reins and stopped the cart. 

4 There is a high wall behind us. It stretches across the 
fields from either side/ said he. 4 It makes a gateway of 
the road.’ 

Clementina turned. The wall was, perhaps, ten yards 
behind them. 

4 A gateway/ said she, 4 through which we have passed/ 

c The gateway of Italy/ answered Wogan, and he drew 
the lash once or twice across the pony's back, and so was 
silent. Clementina looked at his set and cheerless face, 
cheerless as that chill morning, and she, too, was silent. 
She looked back along the road which she had traversed 
through snow and sunshine and clear nights of stars, she 
saw it winding out from the gates of Innspruck over the 
mountains, above the foaming river, and after a while she 
said very wistfully, 4 There are worse lives than a gipsy's.' 

4 Are there any better ? ' answered Wogan. 

So this was what Mr. Wogan’s fine project had come to. 
He remembered another morning when the light had welled 
over the hills, sunless and clear and cold, on the road to 
Bologna, the morning of the day when he had first con- 
ceived the rescue of Clementina. And the rescue had been 
effected, and here was Clementina safe out of Austria, and 
Wogan sure of a deathless renown for the accomplishment 
of an endeavour held absurd and preposterous ; and these 
two short sentences were their summary and comment : — 

4 There are worse lives than a gipsy’s.' 

4 Are there any better? ’ 

Both had at this supreme crisis of their fortunes but the 
one thought — that the only days through which they had 
really lived were those last two days of flight, of hurry, of 
hope alternating with despair, of light-hearted companion- 
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ship, days never to be forgotten, when each snatched meal 
was a picnic seasoned with laughter, days of unharnessed 
freedom lived in the open air. 

Clementina was the first to perceive that her behaviour 
fell below the occasion. She was safe in Italy, journeying 
henceforward safely to her betrothed. She spurred herself 
to understand it, she forced her lips to sing aloud the Te 
Deum. Wogan looked at her in surprise as the first notes 
were sung, and the woful appeal in her eyes compelled 
him to as brave a show as he could make of joining in the 
hymn. Thus they sat side by side pretending with their 
voices that never were two people so grateful for a happy 
issue out of affliction. But they dared not look towards 
each other. Furthermore the words faltered, the tune 
wavered joyless and hollow in that empty morning. 
Clementina was the first to make an end of the pretence. 

‘ Drive on ! ’ she said suddenly. 

£ Yes. That is safer,’ said Wogan. He brought the lash 
of the whip smartly across the pony’s back. Clementina 
had a sense that she was being driven into bondage, she 
who had just been freed. 

It was the morning of Sunday, the 30th of April, and as 
the little cart drew near to this hamlet of thirty cottages 
the travellers could hear the single bell in the church belfry 
calling the villagers to mass. Wogan spoke but once to 
Clementina, and then only to point out a wooden hut 
which stood picturesquely on a wooden bluff of Monte 
Lessini high up on the left. A narrow gorge, down which 
a torrent foamed, led upwards to the bluff, and the hut, 
of which the windows were shuttered, and which seemed 
at that distance to have been built with an unusual 
elegance, was to Wogan’s thinking a hunting-box. Clem- 
entina looked up at the bluff indifferently and made no 
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answer. She only spoke as Wogan drove past the church 
door and the sound of the priest’s voice came droning out 
to them/ 

* Will you wait for me ? * she asked, ‘ I will not be long/ 

Wogan stopped the pony. 

f You would give thanks ?’ said he. * I understand/ 

f I would pray for an honest heart wherewith to give 
honest thanks/ said Clementina in a low voice, and she 
added hastily, ‘There is a life of ceremonies, there is a 
life of cities before me. I have lived under the skies these 
last two days/ 

She went into the church, shrouding her face in her 
hood and kneeled down before a rush chair close to the 
door. A sense of gratitude, however, was not that morning 
to be got by any prayers, however earnest. It was merely 
a distaste for ceremonies and observances, she strenuously 
assured herself, that had grown upon her during these ten 
days. She sought to get rid of that distaste, as she 
kneeled, by picturing in her thoughts the Prince to whom 
she was betrothed. She recalled the exploits, the virtues 
which Wogan had ascribed to him, she stamped them upon 
the picture. ‘It is the King/ she said to herself; and the 
picture answered her, ‘It is the King’s servant/ and lo! 
the face of the picture was the face of Charles Wogan. 
She covered her cheeks with her hands in a burning rush 
of shame, she struck in her thoughts at the face of that 
image with her clenched fists to bruise, to annihilate it. 

‘ It is the King 1 It is the King S It is the King ! ’ she 
cried in her remorse, but the image persisted. It still 
wore the likeness of Charles Wogan, it still repeated, ‘No, it 
is the King’s servant/ There was more of the primitive 
woman in this girl bred in the rugged countryside of Silesia 
than even Wogan was aware of, and during the halts in 
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their journey she had learned from Mr. Misset details 
which Wogan had been at pains to conceal. It was Wogan 
who had conceived the idea of her rescue — in the King’s 
place. In the King’s place Wogan had come to Innspruck 
and had effected it. In the King’s place he had taken her 
by the hand and cleft a way for her through her enemies. 
He was the man, the rescuer; she was the woman, the 
rescued. 

She became conscious of the futility of her attitude of 
prayer. She raised her head and saw that a man kneeling 
close to the altar had turned and was staring fixedly 
towards her. The man was the Prince of Baden. Had 
he recognised her ? She peered between her fingers, she 
remarked that his gaze was puzzled ; he was not then sure, 
though he suspected. She waited until he turned his head 
again, and then she silently rose to her feet and slipped 
out of the church. She found Wogan waiting for her in 
some anxiety. 

* Did he recognise you ? ’ he asked. 

‘He was not sure,’ answered Clementina. c How did 
you know he was at mass ? ’ 

‘A native I spoke with, told me.’ 

Clementina climbed up into the cart. 

‘The Prince is not a generous man,’ she said hesitatingly. 

Wogan understood her. The Prince of Baden must 
not know that she had come to Peri escorted by a single 
cavalier. He would talk bitterly, he would make much of 
his good fortune in that he had not married the Princess 
Clementina; he would pity the Chevalier de St. George. 
There was a fine tale there. Wogan could trace it across 
the tea-tables of Europe, and hear the malicious inextinguish- 
able laughter which winged it on its way. He drove off 
quickly from the church door. 
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‘He leaves Peri at nine/ said Wogan. ‘He will have 
no time to make inquiries. We have but to avoid the inn 
he stays at ; there is a second at the head of the village 
which we passed.’ 

To this second inn Wogan drove, and was welcomed by 
a shrewish woman whose sour face was warmed for once 
in a way into something like enthusiasm. 

‘ A lodging, indeed, you shall have,’ cried she, ‘ and a 
better lodging than the Prince of Baden can look back 
upon, though he pay never so dearly for it Poor man, he 
will have slept wakefully this night. Here, sir, you will 
find honest board and an honest bed for yourself and your 
sweet lady and an honest bill to set you off in a sweet 
humour in the morning.’ 

‘Nay, my good woman,’ interrupted Wogan hastily. 

* This is no sweet lady of mine, nor are we like to stay until 
the morrow. The truth is we are a party of four, but our 
carriage snapped its axle some miles back. The young 
lady’s uncle and aunt are following us, and we wait only 
for their arrival. 

Wogan examined the inn and thought the disposition of it 
very convenient. It made three sides of a courtyard of which 
the fourth was open to the road. On the right and the 
bottom were farm buildings and a stable, the inn was the wing 
upon the left hand. The guest rooms, of which there were 
four, were all situated upon the first floor and looked out 
upon a thicket of fir trees at the back of the wing. They 
were approached by a staircase which ran up with a couple 
of turns from the courtyard itself and on the outside of the 
house wall. Wogan was very pleased with that staircase, 
it was narrow. He was pleased, too, because there were no 
other travellers in the inn. He went back to the landlady. 

‘It is very likely,’ said he, ‘that my friends when they 
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come will after all choose to stay here for the night. I 
will hire all the rooms on the first floor.’ 

The landlady was no less pleased than Mr. Wogan. 
She had a thought that they were a runaway couple, and 
served them breakfast in a little parlour up the stairs with 
many sly and confusing illusions. She became puzzled, 
however, when after oreakfast, Clementina withdrew* to bed 
and Wogan sauntered out on to the high road where he sat 
himself down on a bank to watch for Captain Misset. All 
day he sat resolutely with his back towards the inn. The 
landlady inferred that here were lovers quarrelling, and 
she was yet more convinced of it when she entered the 
parlour in the afternoon to lay the table for dinner and saw 
Clementina standing wistfully at the window with her eyes 
upon that unmoving back. Wogan meanwhile for all his 
vigilance watched the road but ill. Merchants, pedlars, 
friars, and gentlemen travelling for their pleasure passed 
down the road into Italy. Mr. Wogan saw them not or 
saw them with unseeing eyes. His eyes were turned in- 
wards, and he gazed at a picture that his heart held, of a 
room in that inn behind him, where, after all her dangers 
and fatigue a woman slept in peace. Towards evening 
fewer travellers passed by, but there came one party of six 
well-mounted men, whose leader suddenly bowed his head 
down upon his horse’s neck as he rode past. Wogan had 
preached a sermon on the carelessness which comes with 
danger’s diminutions, but he was very tired. The head was 
nodding, the blow might fall from nowhere and he not know. 

At nightfall he returned and mounted to the parlour, 
where Clementina awaited him. 

‘ There is no sign of Captain Misset,’ said he. 

Wogan was puzzled by the way in which Clementina 
received the news. For a moment he thought that her 
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eyes lightened and that she was glad, then it seemed to 
him that her eyes clouded and suddenly as if from pain. 
Nor was her voice a guide to him, for she spoke her simple 
question without significance. 

‘ Must we wait, then, till the morning ? 9 
‘There is a chance that they may come before the 
morning. I will watch on the top stair and if they come I 
will make bold to wake your Highness/ 

Their hostess upon this brought their supper into the 
room, and Wogan became at once aware of a change in her 
demeanour. She no longer embarrassed them with her 
patronage, nor did she continue her sly allusions to the 
escapades of lovers. On the contrary she was of an ex- 
treme deference. Under the deference, too, Wogan 
seemed to remark a certain excitement. 

* Have you other lodgers to-night ? * he asked carelessly. 

‘ No, sir,’ she said ‘ Travellers are taken by a big house 
and a bustle of servants. They stay at the “ Vapore Inn” 
when they stay at Peri, and to their cost/ 

As soon as she had left the room Wogan asked of 
Clementina, ‘ When did her manner change ? * 

‘I had not remarked the change till now,’ replied 
Clementina. 

Wogan became uneasy. He went down into the court- 
yard and found it empty. There was a light in the kitchen 
and he entered the room. The landlady was having her 
supper in company with her few servants, and there were 
one or two peasants from the village. Wogan chatted with 
them for a few minutes, and came out again much relieved 
of his fears. He thought, however, it might be as well to 
see that his pony was ready for an emergency. He crossed 
silently to the stable, which he found dark as the courtyard. 
The door was latched but not locked. He opened it and 



WOGAN AND CLEMENTINA GO ALONE 221 

went in. The building was long, with many stalls ranged 
side by side. Wogan’s pony stood in the end stall opposite 
to the door. Wogan took down the harness from the pegs, 
and began to fix it ready on the pony. He had just put 
the collar over its head when he heard a horse stamping in 
one of the stalls at the other end of the stables. Now he 
had noticed in the morning that there were only two horses 
in the building, and those two were tied up in the stalls 
next to that which his pony occupied. He walked along 
the range of stalls. The two horses were there ; then came 
a gap of empty stalls, and beyond the gap he counted six 
other horses. Wogan became at once curious about those 
six other horses. They might, of course, be farm-horses, 
but he wished to know. It was quite dark within the 
building, he had only counted the horses by the noise of 
their movements in their stalls, the rattle of their head- 
ropes and the pawing of their feet. He dared not light a 
lamp, but horses as a rule knew him for a friend. He went 
into the stall of the first, petted it for a moment and ran 
his hand down its legs. He repeated the process with the 
second, and with so much investigation he was content. 
No farm-horse that ever Wogan had seen had such a smooth 
sleek skin or such fine legs as had those two over which he 
had passed his hands. ‘Now where are the masters of 
these horses?' he asked himself. ‘Why do they leave 
their cattle at this inn and not show themselves in the 
kitchen or the courtyard? Why do they not ask for a 
couple of my rooms?’ Wogan stood in the dark and 
reflected. Then he stepped out of the door with even 
more caution than he had used when entering by it. He 
stole silently along to the shed where his trap was housed 
and felt beneath the seat. From beneath the seat he drew 
out a coil of rope and a lamp. The rope he wound about 
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him under his coat. Then he went back to his staircase 
and the parlour. 

Clementina could read in his face that something was 
amiss, but she had a great gift of silence. She waited for him 
to speak. Wogan unwound the coil of rope from his body. 

£ Your Highness laughed at me because I would not part 
with my rope. I have a fear this night will prove my 
wisdom.’ And with that he deliberately began to break up 
the chairs in the room. Clementina asked no questions, 
she watched him take the rungs and bars of the chairs and 
test their strength. Then he cut the coil of rope in half 
and tied loops at intervals, into the loops he fitted the 
wooden rungs. Wogan worked expeditiously for an hour 
without opening his mouth. In an hour he had fashioned 
a rope-ladder. He went to the window which looked out 
on the back of the wing, upon the little thicket of fir trees. 
He opened the window cautiously and dropped the ladder 
down the wall. 

‘Your Highness has courage , 5 said he. ‘The ladder 
does not touch the ground, but it will not be far to drop 
should there be need . 5 

The window of Clementina's bedroom was next to that 
of the parlour and looked out in the same direction. 
Wogan fixed the rope-ladder securely to the foot of the 
bed and drew the bed close to the window. He left the 
lamp upon a chair and went back to the parlour and ex- 
plained. 

‘Your Highness,’ he added, ‘there may be no cause for 
any alarm. On the other hand the Governor of Trent may 
have taken a leaf from my own book. He may have it in mind 
to snatch your Highness out of Italy, even as I did out of 
Austria. And of a truth it would be the easier undertaking. 
Here are we five miles from the border, and in a small 
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tavern set apart from a small village, instead of in the thick 
of an armed town.’ 

' But we might start now, 5 she said. ' We might leave a 
message behind for Mrs. Misset and wait for her in Verona. 1 

' 1 had thought of that. But if my mere suspicion is the 
truth, the six men will not be so far from their six horses that 
we could drive away unnoticed by any one of them. Nor 
could we hope to outpace them, and six men upon an open 
road ; indeed, I would sooner face them at the head of my 
staircase here. And while I hold them back your High- 
ness can creep down that ladder.’ 

4 And hide in the thicket, 5 she interrupted. 'Yet, yet, 
that leaves you alone. I could give you some help, 5 and 
her face coloured. 'You were so kind to tell me I had 
courage. I could at the least load your pistols. 5 

'You would do that? 5 cried Wogan. 'Ay, but you 
would, you would ! 5 

For the first time that day he forgot to address her with 
the ceremony of her title. All day long he had schooled 
his tongue to the use of it. They were not man and 
woman, though his heart would have it so, they were 
princess and servant, and every minute he must remember 
it. But he forgot it now. Delicate she was to look upon 
as any princess who had ever adorned a court, delicate 
and fresh, rich-voiced and young, but there was the rare 
woman flashing out like a light over stormy seas, the spirit 
of her and her courage. 

‘You would load my pistols! 5 he repeated, his whole 
face alight. ' To be sure you would do that. But I ask 
you, I think, for a higher courage. I ask you to climb 
down that ladder, to run alone, taking shelter when there 5 s 
need, back to that narrow gorge we saw where the path 
leads upwards to the bluff. There was a hut ; two hours 
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would take you to it, and there you should be safe. I will 
keep the enemy back till you are gone. If I can, when 
all is over here, I ’ll follow you. If I do not come, why, 
you must 5 

4 Ah, but you will come/ said she with a smile. 4 1 have 
no fears but that you will come;’ and she added, ‘else 
would you never persuade me to go.’ 

4 Well then, I will come. At all events Captain Misset 
and his wife will surely come down the road to-morrow. 
If I rap twice upon your door you will take that for my 
signal. But it is very likely I shall not rap at all.’ 

Wogan shivered as he spoke. It was not for the first 
time during that conversation, and a little later as they 
stood together in the passage by the stair-head Clementina 
twice remarked that he shivered again. There was an oil 
lamp burning against the passage wall, and by its light she 
could see that on that warm night of spring his face was 
pinched with cold. He was in truth chilled to the bone 
through lack of sleep ; his eyes had the strained look of a 
man worn to the breaking point, and at the sight of him 
the mother in her woke. 

4 What if I watched to-night ? ’ she said. 4 What if you 
slept?’ 

Wogan laughed the suggestion aside. 

4 1 shall sleep very well/ said he, ‘upon the top stair. 
I can count upon waking, though only the lowest step 
tremble beneath a foot. 5 This he said meaning not to 
sleep at all, as Clementina very well understood. She 
leaned over the balustrade by Wogan’s side and looked 
upwards to the sky. The night was about them like a 
perfume of flowers. A stream bubbled and sang over 
stones behind the inn. The courtyard below was very 
silent. She laid a hand upon his sleeve and said again in 
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a pleading voice, ‘Let me watch to-night. There is no 
danger. You are racked by sleeplessness, and phantoms 
born of it wear the face of truth to you. We are safe, 
we are in Italy. The stars tell me so. Let me watch 
to-night.’ And at once she was startled. He withdrew 
his arm so roughly that it seemed he flung off her hand ; 
he spoke in a voice so hoarse and stern, she did not know 
it for his. And indeed it was a different man who now 
confronted her — a man different from the dutiful servant 
who had rescued her, different even from the man who 
had held her so tenderly in his arms on the road to Ala. 

4 Go to your room,’ said he. c You must not stay here.’ 

She stepped back in her surprise and faced him. 

* Every minute,’ he cried in a sort of exasperation, f I bid 
myself remember the great gulf between you and me; 
every minute you forget it. I make a curtain of your 
rank, your title and — let us be frank — your destiny; I 
hang the curtain up between us, and with a gentle hand 
you tear it down. At the end of it all I am flesh and 
blood. Why did I sit the whole long dreary day out on 
the bank by the roadside there? To watch? I could 
not describe to you one traveller out of them all who 
passed. Why then ? Ask yourself ! It was not that I 
might stand by your side afterwards in the glamour of an 
Italian night with the stars pulsing overhead like a smile 
upon your lips and all the world whispering 1 You must 
not stay here ! ’ 

His eyes burned upon her, his hands shook, from head 
to foot he was hot and fierce with passion, and in spite of 
herself she kindled to it. That he loved she knew before, 
but his description of his city of dreams had given to him 
in her thoughts a touch of fancifulness, had led her to 
conceive of his love as something dreamlike, had somehow 
P 
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spiritualised him to the hindrance of her grasp of him as 
flesh and blood. Thus, she understood, she might well 
have seemed to be trifling with him, though nothing was 
further from her thoughts. But now he was dangerous, 
love had made him dangerous, and to her. She knew it, 
and in spite of herself she gloried in the knowledge. Her 
heart leaped into her eyes and shone there responsive, 
unafraid. The next moment she lowered her head. But 
he had seen the unmistakable look in her eyes. Even as 
she stood with her bowed head he could not but feel that 
every fibre in her body thrilled, he could not but know 
the transfigured expression of her face. 

*1 had no thought to hurt you,’ she said, and her voice 
trembled, and it was not with fear or any pain. Wogan 
took a step towards her and checked himself. He spoke 
sharply between clenched teeth. 

* Lock your door,’ said he. 

The curtain between them was down. Wogan had 
patched and patched it before, but it was torn down now, 
and they had seen each other without so much as that 
patched semblance of a screen to delude their eyes. 
Clementina did not answer him or raise her head. She 
went quietly into her room. Wogan did not move until 
she had locked the door. 

Then he disposed himself for the night. He sat down 
across the top step of the stairs with his back propped 
against the passage wall. Facing him was the door of 
Clementina’s room ; on his left hand the passage with the 
oil lamp burning on a bracket stretched to the house wall; 
on his right the stairs descended straight for some steps, 
then turned to the left and ran down, still within view to 
a point where again they turned outwards into the court- 
yard. Wogan saw to the priming of his pistols, and laid 
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them beside him. He looked out to his right over the 
low-roofed buildings opposite and saw the black mountains 
with their glimmering crests, and just above one spur a 
star which flashed with a particular brightness. He was 
very tired and very cold ; he drew his cloak about him, he 
leaned back against the wall and watched that star. So 
long as he saw that, he was awake, and therefore he watched 
it. At what time sleep overtook him he could never dis- 
cover. It seemed to him always that he did not even for 
a second lose sight of that star. Only it dilated, it grew 
brighter, it dropped towards earth, and he was not in any 
way surprised. He was merely pleased with it for behaving 
in so attractive and charming a way. Then, however, the 
strange thing happened. When the star was hung in the 
air between earth and sky, and nearer to the earth, it 
opened like a flower and disclosed in its bright heart the 
face of a girl which was yet brighter. And that girl's face 
with the broad low brows, and the dark eyes, and the smile 
'which held all earth and much of heaven, stooped and 
stooped out of fire through the cool dark towards him until 
her lips touched his. It was then that he woke, quietly as 
was his wont, without any start, without opening his eyes, 
and at once he was aware of some one breathing. 

He raised his eyelids imperceptibly and peered through 
his eyelashes. He saw close beside him the lower part of 
a woman's frock, and it was the frock which Clementina 
wore. One wild question set his heart leaping within his 
breast. ( Was there truth in the dream ? ’ he asked himself, 
and while he was yet formulating the question Clementina's 
breathing was suddenly arrested. It seemed to him, too, 
from the little that he saw between his closed eyes that 
she stiffened from head to foot. She stood in that rigid 
attitude, very still. Something new had plainly occurred, 



228 


CLEMENTINA 


something that brought with it a shock of surprise. 
Wogan, without moving his head or opening his eyes a 
fraction wider, looked down the staircase and saw just 
above the edge of one of the steep steps a face watching 
them, a face with bright birdlike eyes, and an indescribable 
expression of cunning. 

Wogan had need of all his self-control He felt that his 
eyelids were fluttering on his cheeks, that his breath had 
stopped even as Clementina’s had. For the face which he 
saw was one quite familiar to him, though never familiar 
with that expression. It was the face of an easy-going 
gentleman who made up for the lack of his wit by the 
heartiness of his laughter, and to whom Wogan had been 
drawn because of his simplicity. There was no simplicity in 
Harry Whittington’s face now. It remained above the edge 
of the step staring at them with a look of crafty triumph, 
a very image of intrigue. Then it disappeared silently. 

Wogan remembered the voice of the man who had 
spurred past the doorway of the inn at Ala. He knew 
now why he had thought to recognise it. The exclamation 
had been one of anger because he had seen Clementina 
and himself in Italy. He had spurred onwards towards 
Trent. There were those six horses in the stables. 
Whittington’s face had disappeared very silently. ‘An 
honest man,’ thought Wogan, f does not take off his boots 
before he mounts the stairs.’ 

Clementina was still standing at his side. Without 
changing his attitude he wrapped with his knuckles gently 
twice upon the boards of the stair. She turned towards 
him with a gasp of the breath. He rapped again twice, 
fearful lest she should speak to him. She understood that 
he had given her the signal to go. She turned on her 
heel and slipped back into her room. 
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■\1 7DGAN did not move. In a few minutes he heard 
* v voices whispering in the courtyard below. By that 
time the Princess should have climbed down her ladder 
and escaped into the thicket. The stairs creaked, and 
again he saw a face over the edge of a step. It was 
the flabby face of a stranger who turned and whispered 
in German to others behind him. The face rose, a 
pair of shoulders, a portly body and two unbooted 
legs became visible. The man carried a drawn sword; 
between his closed eyelashes Wogan saw that four others 
with the like arms followed. There should have been 
six, but the sixth was Harry Whittington, who, to be sure, 
was not likely to show himself to Wogan awake. The 
five men passed the first turn of the stairs without noise. 
Wogan was very well pleased with their noiselessness. 
Men without boots to their feet were at a very great dis- 
advantage when it came to a fight. He allowed them to 
come up to the second turn; he allowed the leader to 
ascend the last straight flight until he was almost within 
sword-reach, and then he quietly rose to his feet. 

* Gentlemen/ said he, ‘ 1 grieve to disappoint you, but 
I have hired this lodging for the night/ 

The leader stopped, discountenanced, and leaned back 
against his followers. ‘ You are awake? ’ he stammered. 
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‘ It is a habit of mine.’ 

The leader puffed out his cheeks and assumed an 
appearance of dignity. 

‘ Then we are saved some loss of time, for we were 
coming to awake you.’ 

‘It was on that account, no doubt,’ said Wogan, folding 
his arms, c that you have all taken off your boots. But 
pardon me, your four friends behind, appear in spite of 
what I have said to be thrusting you forward. I beg you 
to remain on the step on which you stand. For if you 
mount one more you will put me to the inconvenience of 
drawing my sword. 

Wogan leaned back idly against the wall. The Princess 
should now be on the road and past the inn — unless, 
perhaps, Whittington was at watch beneath her windows. 
That did not seem likely, however. Whittington would 
work in the dark and not risk detection. 

The leader of the four had stepped back at Wogan’s 
words, but he said very bravely, ‘ 1 warn you to use no 
violence to officers in discharge of their duty. We hold a 
warrant for your arrest.’ 

* Indeed ? ’ said Wogan with a great show of surprise, £ I 
cannot bring myself to believe it. On what counts ? ’ 

‘Firstly, in that you stole away Her Highness the 
Princess Clementina from the Emperor’s guardianship on 
the night of the 27th of April at Innspruck.’ 

‘ Did I, indeed, do that ? ’ said Wogan carelessly. ‘ Upon 
my word, this cloak of mine is frayed. I had not noticed 
it,’ and he picked at the fringe of his cloak with some 
annoyance. 

‘In the second place, you did kill and put to death, at 
a wayside inn outside Stuttgart, one Anton Gaus, servant 
to the Countess of Berg.’ 
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Wogan smiled amicably. 

* I should be given a medal for that with a most beautiful 
ribbon of salmon colour, I fancy, salmon or aquamarine. 
Which would look best, do you think, on a coat of black 
velvet? I wear black velvet, as your relations will, too, 
my friend, if you forget which step your foot is on. Shall 
we say salmon colour for the ribbon ? The servant was a 
noxious fellow. We will.* 

The leader of the four, who had set his foot on the 
forbidden step, withdrew it quickly. Wogan continued in 
the same quiet voice. 

‘You say you have a warrant?’ And a voice very 
different from his leader’s, a voice loud and decisive, which 
came from the last of the four, answered him — 

‘ We have. The Emperor’s warrant.’ 

‘And how comes it,’ asked Wogan, ‘ that the Emperor’s 
warrant runs in Venice ? ’ 

‘ Because the Emperor’s arm strikes in Venice,’ cried the 
hindermost again, and he pushed past the man in front of 
him. 

‘That we have yet to see,’ cried Wogan, and his sword 
flashed naked in his hand. At the same moment the man 
who had spoken drew a pistol and fired He fired in a 
hurry, the bullet cut a groove in the rail of the stair and 
flattened itself against the passage wall. 

‘The Emperor’s arm shakes, it seems,’ said Wogan with 
a laugh. The leader of the party, thrust forward by those 
behind him, was lifted to the forbidden step. 

‘ I warned you,’ cried Wogan, and his sword darted out. 
But, whether from design or accident, the man uttered a 
cry and stumbled forward on his face. Wogan’s sword 
flashed over his shoulder, and its point sank into the throat 
of the soldier behind him. That second soldier fell back 
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with the blood spirting from his wound upon the man with 
the smoking pistol, who thrust him aside with an oath. 
c Make room/ he cried, and lunged over the fallen leader. 
c Here's a fellow in the most desperate hurry/ said 
Wogan, and parrying the thrust he disengaged, circled, 
disengaged again, and lunging felt the soldier’s leather 
coat yield to his point. 4 The Emperor’s arm is weak, too, 
one might believe/ he laughed and he drove his sword 
home. The man fell upon the stairs, but as Wogan spoke 
the leader crouched on the step plucked violently at his 
cloak below his knees. Wogan had not recovered from 
his lunge ; the jerk at the cloak threw him off his balance, 
his legs slipped forward under him. In another moment 
he would have come crashing down the stairs upon his 
back, and at the bottom of the flight there stood one 
man absolutely unharmed supporting his comrade who 
had been wounded in the throat. Wogan felt the jerk, 
understood the danger, and saw its remedy at the same 
instant. He did not resist the impetus, he threw his body 
into it, he sprang from the stairs forwards; tearing his 
cloak from the leader’s hands, he sprang across the leader, 
across the soldier who had fired at him, and he dropped 
with all his weight into the arms of the third man with the 
pierced throat. The blood poured out from the wound 
over Wogan’s face and breast in a blinding jet. The fellow 
uttered one choking cry and reeling back carried the 
comrade who supported him against the balustrade at the 
turn of the stairs. Wogan did not give that fourth man 
time to disentangle himself, but dropping his sword caught 
him by the throat as the third wounded man slipped be- 
tween them to the ground. Wogan bent his new opponent 
backwards over the balustrade, and felt the muscles of his 
back resist and then slacken. Wogan bent him further 



THE ATTACK AT PERI 


*33 

and further over until it seemed his back must break. 
But it was the balustrade which broke. Wogan heard it 
crack. He had just time to loose his hands and step back, 
and the railing and the man poised on the rail fell outwards 
into the courtyard. Wogan stepped forward and peered 
downwards. The soldier had not broken his neck, for 
Wogan saw him writhe upon the ground. He bent his 
head to see the better, he heard a report behind him and 
a bullet passed through the crown of his hat. He swung 
round and saw the leader of the four with one of his own 
pistols smoking in his hand. 

* You ! ’ cried Wogan. c Sure, here ’s a rabbit attacking a 
terrier dog,’ and he sprang up the stairs. The man threw 
away the pistol, fell on his knees and held up his hands 
for mercy. 

* Now what will I do to you ? 9 said Wogan. c Did you 
not fire at my back! That’s reprehensible cowardice. 
And with my own pistol, too, which is sheer impertinence. 
What shall I do with you ? 9 The man’s expression was so 
pitiable, his heavy cheeks hung in such despairing folds, 
that Wogan was stirred to laughter. ‘Well, you have put 
me to a deal of inconvenience,’ said he, 4 but I will be 
merciful, being strong, being most extraordinarily strong. 
I ’ll send you back to your master the Emperor with a 
message from me that four men are no manner of use at 
all. Come in here for a while.’ 

Wogan took the unfortunate man and led him into the 
parlour. Then he lit a lamp, and making his captive sit 
where he could see any movement that he made, he wrote 
a very polite note to His Most Catholic Majesty the 
Emperor, wherein he pointed out that it was a cruel thing 
to send four poor men who had never done harm to 
capture Charles Wogan ; that no king or emperor before 
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who had wanted to capture Charles Wogan, of whom there 
were already many and by God’s grace he hoped there 
would be more, had ever despatched less than a regiment 
of horse upon so hazardous an expedition ; and that when 
Captain O’Toole might be expected to be standing side 
by side with Wogan it was usually thought necessary to 
add seven batteries of artillery and a field-marshal. Wogan 
thereupon went on to point out that Peri was in Venetian 
territory, which His Most Catholic Majesty had violated, 
and that Charles Wogan would accordingly feel it his 
bounden duty not to sleep night or day until he had made 
a confederation of Italian States to declare war and 
captivity upon His Most Catholic Majesty. Wogan con- 
cluded with the assurances of his profoundest respects, and 
was much pleased by his letter, which he sealed and com- 
pelled his prisoner upon his knees to promise to deliver 
into the Emperor’s own hands. 

‘Now where is that pretty warrant?’ said Wogan, as 
soon as this important function was accomplished. 

‘It is signed by the Governor of Trent,’ said the man. 

‘ Who in these regions is the Emperor’s deputy ? Hand 
it over.’ 

The man handed it over reluctantly. 

‘Now,’ continued Wogan, ‘here is paper and ink and a 
chair. Sit down and write a full confession of your auda- 
cious incursion into a friendly country ; and just write, if 
you please, how much you paid the landlady to hear 
nothing of what was doing.’ 

‘You will not force me to that,’ cried the fellow. 

‘ By no means. The confession must be voluntary and 
written of your own free will. So write it, my friend, with- 
out any compulsion whatever, or I ’ll throw you out of the 
window.’ 
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Then followed a deal of sighing and muttering. But 
the confession was written and handed to Wogan who 
looked over it. 

‘ But there ’s an omission,’ said he. ‘ You make mention 
of only five men.’ 

‘ There were only five men on the staircase.’ 

‘But there are six horses in the stables. Will you be 
good enough to write down at what hour, on what day, 
Mr. Harry Whittington knocked at the Governor’s door in 
Trent and told the poor gout-ridden man that the Princess 
and Mr. Wogan had put up at the “Cervo” Inn at Ala.’ 

The soldier turned a startled face on Wogan. 

‘ So you knew ! ’ he cried. 

‘Oh, I knew!’ answered Wogan suddenly. ‘Look at 
me. Did you ever see eyes so heavy with want of sleep, 
a face so worn by it, a body so jerked upon strings like a 
showman’s puppet? Write, I tell you! We who serve 
the King are trained to wakefulness. Write! I am in 
haste ! ’ 

‘Yet your King does not reign !’ said the man wonder- 
ingly, and he wrote. He wrote the truth about Harry 
Whittington. For Wogan was looking over his shoulder. 

‘ Did he pay you to keep silence as to his share in the 
business ? ’ asked Wogan, as the man scattered some sand 
over the paper. ‘There is no word of it in your hand- 
writing.’ 

The man added a sentence and a figure. 

‘That will do,’ said Wogan. ‘I may need it for a 
particular purpose/ and he put the letter carefully away 
in the pocket of his coat. ‘ For a very particular purpose/ 
he added. ‘ It will be well for you to convey your party 
back with all haste to Trent. You are on the wrong side 
of the border.’ 
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CHAPTER XX 


THE GOD OF THE MACHINE DOES NOT APPEAR 


A Tl rOGAN went from the parlour and climbed out of the 
V V house by the rope ladder. He left it hanging at the 
window, and walked up the glimmering road, a ribbon of 
ghostly white between dim hills. It was then about half- 
past twelve of the night, and not a feather of cloud stained 
the perfection of the sky. It curved above his head, 
spangled like a fair lady’s fan and unfathomably blue like 
Clementina’s eyes when her heart stirred in their depths. 
He reached the little footway and turned into the upward 
cleft of the hills. He walked now into the thick night of 
a close-grown clump of dwarf oaks, which weaved so dense 
a thatch above his head that he knocked against the boles. 
The trees thinned, he crossed here and there a dimpled 
lawn in the pure starshine, he traversed a sparse grove of 
larches in a dreamy twilight, he came out again upon the 
grassy lip of a mountain torrent which henceforth kept 
him company, and which speaking with many voices 
seemed a friend trying to catch his mood. For here it 
leaped over an edge of rock, in a tiny waterfall, and 
splashed into a pellucid pool, and the reverberating noise 
filled the dell with a majestic din ; there it ran smoothly 
kissing its banks with a murmur of contentment, embosom- 
ing the stars ; beyond, it chafed hoarsely between narrow 





SHL \\ VS IVINCr U1 ON 





GOD OF THE MACHINE DOES NOT APPEAR 237 

walls, and again, half a mile higher up, it sang over shallows 
and evaded the stones with a tinkling laugh. But Wogan 
was deaf to the voices; he mounted higher, the trees 
ceased, he came into a desolate country of boulders, and 
the higher he ascended the more heavily he walked. He 
stopped and washed his face and hands clean of blood- 
stains in the stream. Above him and not very far away 
was the lonely hut. 

He came upon it quite suddenly, for the path climbed 
steeply at the last, and stepping from the mouth of a 
narrow gully he stood upon the edge of a small plateau, in 
the centre of which stood the cabin, a little house of pine- 
wood built with some decoration and elegance. One 
unglazed window was now unshuttered, and the light from 
a lantern streamed out of it in a yellow fan, marking the 
segment of a circle upon the rough rocky ground and 
giving to the dusk of the starshine a sparkle of gold. 
Through the window Wogan could see into the room. It 
was furnished simply, but with an eye to comfort. He 
saw, too, the girl he had dared to bear off from the thick 
of a hostile town. She was lying upon a couch, her head 
resting upon her folded arms. She was asleep, and in a 
place most solitary. Behind the cabin rose a black forest 
of pines pricking the sky with their black spires, and in 
front of it the ground fell sharply to the valley, in which 
no light gleamed; beyond the valley rose the dim hills 
again. Nor was there any sound except the torrent. The 
air at this height was keen and fresh with a smell of 
primaeval earth. Wogan hitched his cloak about his 
throat, and his boots rang upon the rock. The Princess 
raised her head. Wogan walked to the door and stood for 
a little with his hand upon the latch. He lifted it and 
entered. Clementina looked at him for a moment, and 
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very curiously. She had no questions as to how his struggle 
with the Governor of Trent’s emissaries had fared. Wogan 
could understand by some unspoken sympathy that that 
matter had no place in her thoughts. She stood up in an 
attitude of expectation. 

4 It grows towards morning,’ said she. 

4 In two hours we shall have the dawn,’ he replied, and 
there was a silence between them. 

4 You found this cabin open?’ said Wogan. 

1 The door was latched. I loosed a shutter. The night 
is very still.’ 

4 One might fancy there were no others alive except you 
and me across all the width of the world.’ 

4 One could wish it,’ she said beneath her breath, and 
crossed to the window where she stayed breathing the 
fresh night. The words, however, had reached to Wogan’s 
ears. He took his pistols from his belt and to engage his 
thoughts loaded the one which had been fired at him. 

After a little he looked up and saw that Clementina’s 
eyes dwelt upon him with that dark steady look which 
held always so much of mystery and told always one thing 
plainly, her lack of fear. And she said suddenly, 4 There 
was trouble at Peri. I climbed from the window. I had 
almost forgotten. As I ran down the road past the open 
court I saw a little group of men gathered about the foot 
of the staircase. I was in two minds whether to come 
back and load your pistols or to obey you ; I obeyed, but 
I was in much fear for you. I had almost forgotten, it 
seems so long ago. Tell me. You conquered? — it is no 
new thing. Tell me how.’ 

She did not move from the window ; she kept her eyes 
fixed upon Wogan while he told his story, but it was quite 
clear to him that she did not hear one half of it. And 
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when he had done she said, ‘How long is it till the 
morning ? 5 

Wogan had spun his tale out, but half-an-hour enclosed 
it from the beginning to the end. He became silent again, 
but he was aware at once that silence was more dangerous 
than speech, for in the silence he could hear both their 
hearts speaking. He began hurriedly to talk of their 
journey, and there could be no more insidious topic for 
him to light upon. For he spoke of the road, and he had 
already been given a warning that to the romance of the 
road her heart turned like a compass needle to the north. 
They were both gipsies for all that they had no Egyptian 
blood. That southward road from Innspruck was much 
more than a mere highway of travel between a starting- 
place and a goal, even to these two, to whom the starting- 
place meant peril and the goal the first opportunity of 
sleep. 

‘Even in our short journey,’ said Clementina, ‘it 
climbed hillsides angle upon angle, it swept through the 
high solitudes of ice where no trees grow, where silence 
lives ) it dropped down into green valleys and the noise of 
streams ! And it still sweeps on through dark and light, 
a glimmer at night, a glare in the midday, between lines of 
poplars, hidden amongst vines, through lighted cities down 
to Venice and the sea. If one could travel it, never 
retracing a step, pitching a tent by the roadside when one 
willed 1 ’ She stopped with a remarkable abruptness. She 
turned her eyes out of the window for a little. Then 
again she asked, ‘How long till morning?’ 

‘ But one more hour.’ 

She came back into the room and seated herself at the 
table. 

* You gave me some hint at Innspruck of an adventurous 



2 40 


CLEMENTINA 


ride from Ohlau/ and she drew her breath sharply at the 
word as though the name with all its associations struck 
her a blow, ‘into Strasbourg. Tell me its history. So 
will this hour pass.’ 

He told her as he walked about the room, though his 
heart was not in the telling nor hers in the hearing, until 
he came to relate the story of his escape from the inn, a 
mile or so beyond Stuttgart. He described how he hid in 
the garden, how he crossed the rich level of lawn to the 
lighted window, how to his surprise he was admitted with- 
out a question by an old bookish gentleman ; and there- 
upon he ceased so suddenly that Clementina turned her 
head aside and listened. 

‘ Did you hear a step ? 7 she asked in a low voice. 

•No/ 

And they both listened. No noise came to their ears 
but the brawling of the torrent. That, however, filled the 
room, drowning all the natural murmurs of the night. 

‘Indeed, one would not hear a company of soldiers,’ 
said Clementina. She crossed to the window. 

‘Yet you heard my step and it waked you/ said Wogan 
as he followed her. 

* I listened for it in my sleep/ said she. 

For a second time that night they stood side by side 
looking upon darkness and the spangled sky, only there 
was no courtyard with its signs of habitation. The pines 
enfolded them. Clementina drew herself away suddenly 
from the sill. Wogan at once copied her example. 

* You saw ? ’ he began. 

‘No one,’ said she, bending her dark eyes full upon 
him. ‘ Will you close the shutter ? 7 

"Wogan drew back instinctively. He had a sense that 
this open window, though there was no one to spy through 
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it, was in some way a security. Suppose that he closed it. 
That mere act of shutting himself and her apart, though it 
gave not one atom more of privacy, still had a semblance 
of giving it. He was afraid. He said, £ There is no need. 
Who should spy on us ? What would it matter if we were 
spied upon ? ’ 

‘ I ask you to close that shutter.’ 

From the quiet level voice he could infer nothing of the 
thought behind the request, and her unwavering eyes told 
him nothing. 

‘Why?’ 

‘Because I am afraid, as you are,’ said she. ‘You would 
not have it shut. I am afraid when it stays open. There 
is too much expectation in the night. Those great black 
pines stand waiting, the stars are very bright and still; 
they wait wide-eyed. It seems to me the whirl of the 
earth has stopped. Never was there a night so hushed in 
expectation;’ and these words, too, she spoke without a 
falter or a lifting note, breathing easily like a child asleep, 
and not changing her direct gaze from Wogan’s face. ‘ I 
am afraid,’ she continued. ‘Of you and me I am the 
more afraid;’ and Wogan set the shutter in its place and 
let the bar fall. Clementina, with a breath of relief, came 
back to her seat at the table. 

‘ How long is it till the dawn ? ’ she said. 

‘We have half an hour,’ said Wogan. 

‘Well, that old man — Count von Ahlen, you said — 
received you, heaped logs upon his fire, staunched your 
wounds, and asked no questions. Well? You stopped 
suddenly. Tell me all.’ 

Wogan looked doubtfully at her, and then quickly 
seated himself over against her. 

‘ All ? I will. It will be no new thing to you.’ And 

Q 
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as Clementina raised her eyes curiously to his he met her 
gaze, and so spoke the rest looking at her with her own 
direct gaze. 

‘Why did he ask no question, seeing me disordered, 
wounded, a bandit for all he knew, with a murder on my 
hands? Because thirty years before Count Philip Chris- 
topher von Konigsmarck had come in just that same way 
over the lawn to the window and had sat by that log fire 
and charmed the old gentleman into an envy by his in- 
comparable elegance and wit.’ 

* Konigsmarck ! 7 exclaimed the girl. She knew the 
history of that brilliant and baleful adventurer at the Court 
of Hanover. ‘He came as you did, and wounded . 7 

‘The Princess Sophia Dorothea was visiting the Duke of 
Wiirtemburg , 7 Wogan explained, and Clementina nodded. 

‘ Count Otto von Ahlen, my host , 7 he continued, ‘ had a 
momentary thought that I was Konigsmarck mysteriously 
returned as he had mysteriously vanished, and through 
these thirty years, retentive of his youth. Count Otto 
could never think of Konigsmarck but as a man young and 
tossed in a froth of passion. He would have it to the end 
that I had escaped from such venture as had Konigsmarck ; 
he would have it my wounds were the mere offset to a love 
well worth them ; he would envy me. “ Passion , 77 said he, 
“without passion there can be no great thing . 77 7 

‘ And the saying lived in your thoughts , 7 cried Clemen- 
tina. * I do not wonder. Without passion there can be 
no great thing ! Can books teach a man so much ? 7 

‘ Nay, it was an hour’s talk with Konigsmarck which set 
the old man’s thoughts that way, and though Konigsmarck 
talked never so well I would not lightly infer from his talk 
an eternal and universal truth. Count Otto left me alone 
while he fetched me food, and he left me in a panic . 7 
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£ A panic ? ’ said Clementina with a little laugh. £ You ! ’ 
‘Yes. That first mistake of me for Konigsmarck, that 

insistence that my case was Konigsmarck’s ’ 

* There was a shadow of truth in it — even then ? ’ said 
Clementina, suddenly leaning across the table towards 
him. Wogan strove not to see a light of joy suddenly 
sparkling in her eyes. 

£ I sat alone, feeling the ghost of Konigsmarck in the 
room with me/ he resumed quickly, and his voice dropped, 
and he looked round the little cabin. Clementina looked 
round quickly, too. Then their eyes met again. £ I heard 
his voice menacing me. “For love of a queen I lived. 
For love of a queen I died most horribly, and it would 
have gone better with the queen had she died the same 

death at the same time ” ’ 

And Clementina interrupted him with a cry which was 
fierce. £ Ah, who can say that and know it for the truth 
except the queen? You must ask her in her prison at 
Ahlden, and that you cannot do. She has her memories, 
maybe. Maybe she has built herself within these thirty 
years a world of thought so real it makes her gaolers 
shadows and that prison a place of no account, save that 
it gives her solitude, and is, so, more desirable than a 
palace. I can imagine it,’ and then she stopped, and her 
voice dropped to the low tone which Wogan had used. 

£ You looked round you but now, and most fearfully. 
Is Konigsmarck’s spirit here ? ’ 

£ No,’ exclaimed Wogan, £ I would to God it were! I 
would I felt its memories chilling me as they chilled me 
that night. But I cannot. I cannot as much as hear a 
whisper. All the heavens are dumb,’ he cried. 

£ And the earth waits,’ said Clementina. 

She did not move, neither did Wogan. They both sat 
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still as statues. They had come to the great crisis of their 
destiny. A change of posture, a gesture, an assumed 
expression which might avert the small, the merely 
awkward indiscretions of the tongue, they both knew to be 
futile. It was in the mind of each of them that somehow 
without their participation the truth would be out that 
night. For the dawn was so long in coming. 

‘All the way up from Peri,’ said Wogan suddenly, ‘I 
strove to make real to myself the ignominy, the odium, the 
scandal.’ 

‘But you could not,’ said Clementina with a nod of 
comprehension, as though that inability was a thing familiar 
to her.’ 

‘When I reached the hut and saw that fan of light 
spreading from the window, as it spread over the lawn 
beyond Stuttgart, I remembered Otto von Ahlen and his 
talk of Konigsmarck. I tried to hear the menaces.’ 

‘But you could not.’ 

‘No. I saw you through the window,’ he cried, 
‘stretched out upon that couch, supple and young. I saw 
the lamplight on your hair. I could only remember how 
often I have at nights wakened and reached out my hands 
in the vain dream that they would meet in its thick coils, 
that I should feel its silk nestle about my fingers. There ’s 
the truth out, though it ’s a familiar one to you ever since 
I held you in my arms beneath the stars upon the road 
to Ala.’ 

‘ It was known to me a day before,’ said she, ‘ but it was 
known to you so long ago as the night in the garden.’ 

‘ Oh, before then,’ cried Wogan. 

‘ When ? Let us have the whole truth since we know so 
much.* 

‘Why, on that first day at Ohlau.’ 
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* In the great hall. I stood by the fire and raised my 
head, and our eyes met. I do remember.’ 

‘ But I had no thought ever to let you know. I was the 
King's man-at-arms, as I am now,' and he burst into a 
harsh laugh. ‘ Here ’s madness ! The King’s man-at-arms 
dumps him down in the King’s chair ! I had a thought to 
live to you, if you understand, as a man writes a poem to 
his mistress, to make my life the poem, an unsigned poem 
that you would never read, and yet unsigned, unread, 
would make its creator glad and fill his days. And here ’s 
the poem ! ’ And at that a great cry of terror leaped from 
Clementina’s lips and held them both aghast. 

Wogan had risen from his seat, with a violent gesture 
he had thrown back his cloak, and his coat beneath was 
stained and dark with blood. Clementina stood opposite 
to him, all her quiet and her calmness gone. There was 
no longer any mystery in her eyes. Her bosom rose and 
fell, she pointed a trembling hand towards his breast. 

‘You are hurt. Again for love of me you are hurt.’ 

‘It is not my wound,’ he answered, ‘it is blood I spilt.’ 

* For me.’ 

He took a step towards her, and in a second she was 
between his arms, sobbing with all the violence of passion 
which she had so long restrained. Wogan was wrung by 
it. That she should weep at all was a thought strange to 
him 5 that he should cause the tears was a sorrow which 
tortured him. He touched her hair with his lips, he took 
her by the arms and would have set her apart, but she 
clung to him hiding her face, and the sobs shook her. 
Her breast was strained against him, he felt the beating of 
her heart ; a fever ran through all his blood. And as he 
held her close a queer inconsequential thought came into 
his mind. It shocked him, and he suddenly held her off. 
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‘The blood upon my coat is wet, 9 he cried. The odium, 
the scandal of a flight which would make her name a 
byword from London to Budapest, — that he could envisage, 
but that this blood upon his coat should stain the dress 
she wore — no! He saw, indeed, that the bodice was 
smeared a dark red. 

‘See, the blood stains you ! 9 he cried. 

‘Why, then I share it, 9 she answered with a ringing voice 
of pride. ‘I share it with you. 9 She stood before him 
erect and beautiful. Through Wogan’s mind there tripped 
a procession of delicate ladies who would swoon gracefully 
at the sight of a pricked finger. 

‘That 9 s John Sobieski speaking, 9 he exclaimed, and with 
an emphasis of despair, ‘ Poland’s King ! But I was mad ! 
Indeed, I blame myself. 9 

‘Blame! 9 she cried passionately, her whole nature rising 
in revolt against the word. ‘ Are we to blame ? We are 
man and woman. Who shall cast the stone ? Are you to 
blame for that you love me ? Who shall blame you ? Not 
I, who thank you from my heart. Am I to blame ? What 
have we hearts for then ? I have a thought — it may be very 
wrong; I do not know; I do not trouble to think — that 
I should be much more to blame did I not love you too. 
There’s the word spoken at the last 9 ; and she lowered her 
head. 

Even at that moment her gesture struck upon Wogan as 
strange. It occurred to him that he had never before seen 
her drop her eyes from his. He had an intuitive fancy 
that she would never have done it but as a deliberate token 
of submission. Nor was he wrong. Her next words told 
him it was her white flag of surrender. 

‘ I believe the spoken truth is best, 9 she said simply, in a 
low voice which ever so slightly trembled. ‘Unspoken 
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and yet known by both of us, I think it would breed 
fancies we are best without ; our eyes would question each 
the other at every meeting ; there would be no health in 
our thoughts. But here ’s the truth out, and I ’m glad, in 
whichever way you find its consequence.’ 

She stood before him with her head bent. She made 
no movement save with her hands, which worked together 
slowly and gently. 

* In whichever way I ? 9 repeated Wogan. 

‘Yes,’ she answered. ‘There is Bologna. Say that 
Bologna is our goal! I shall go with you to Bologna. 
There is Venice and the sea. Bid me go there, hoist a 
poor scrap of a sail in an open boat, I shall adventure over 
the wide seas with you. What will you do ? 9 

Wogan drew a dong breath. The picture which she 
evoked was one to blind him as with a glory of sunlight. 
He remained silent for a while. Then he said timidly, 
‘ There is Ohlau too.’ 

The girl shivered. The name meant her father, her 
mother, their grief, the disgrace upon her home. But she 
answered only with her question. * What will you do ? ’ 

‘You would lose a throne,’ he said, and even while he 
spoke was aware that such a plea had not with her now 
the weight of thistledown. ‘ You would become the mock 
of Europe, you that are its wonder,’ and he saw the corners 
of her mouth curve in a smile of scorn. 

* What will you do ? ’ she asked, and he ceased to argue. 
It was he who must decide, she willed it so. He turned 
towards the door of the hut and opened it. As he passed 
through he heard her move behind him, and looking over 
his shoulder he saw that she leaned down upon the table 
and kissed the pistol which he had left loaded there. He 
stepped out of the cabin and closed the door. 
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The dark blue of the sky had faded to a pure and pearly 
hue y a colourless grey light invaded it, the pale stars were 
drowning, and all about him the trees shivered to the 
morning. Wogan walked up and down that little plateau 
torn by indecision. The issues were quite clear before his 
mind. Conscience and the fiend spoke their diverse 
counsels at his elbow, and he was as sure as Lancelot 
Gobbo in distinguishing their voices. He knew, too, that 
those very considerations which Clementina had despised 
he, on her behalf, must take into account. But he could 
not decide. He looked about him half hoping that some- 
thing perhaps might happen which would decide for him, 
some stroke of the theatre which would relieve him of his 
responsibility. But in that solitary eyrie nothing could 
and nothing did happen except a broadening of the day- 
light and a flush of rose beyond the mountains in the 
eastern sky. He must decide without help. 

Inside the sheltered cabin sat waiting the girl whose 
destiny was in his hands. He had a sentence to speak, 
and by it the flow of all her years would be irrevocably 
ordered. She had given herself over to him, she with her 
pride, her courage, her endurance. Wogan had seen too 
closely into her heart to bring any foolish charge of 
unmaidenliness against her. The very completeness of 
her surrender raised her to a higher pinnacle. If she 
gave herself, she did so without a condition or a reserve, 
body and bone, heart and soul. Wogan knew amongst 
the women of his time many who made their bargain with 
the world, buying a semblance of esteem with a double 
payment of lies. This girl stood apart from them. She 
loved, therefore she intrusted herself simply to the man 
she loved and bade him dispose of her. That very sim- 
plicity was another sign of her strength. She was the 
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more priceless on account of it. He went back into the 
hut. Through the chinks of the shutter the morning 
stretched a grey finger, the room was filled with a vaporous 
twilight. 

4 We travel to Bologna, 7 said he. 

As she had not argued before, she did not argue now. 
She nodded her head and fastened her cloak about her 
throat. 

4 1 will not have you wasted, 7 he continued awkwardly. 
* Other women may slink into kennels and stop their ears 
— not you. The King is true to you. You are for the 
King. 7 

4 We will not argue it, 7 said she. 

She followed him out of the hut. Though the gorge at 
their feet was black, in the north-east the sky already flamed 
and the sun was up before they reached the road. They 
walked silently towards Peri, and Wogan was wondering 
whether in her heart she despised him when she stopped. 

4 1 am to marry the King, 7 said she. 

4 Yes, 7 said Wogan. 

4 But you? 7 she said, with her brows in a frown, ‘there 
is no compulsion on you to marry — any one.’ 

Wogan was relieved of his fears. He broke into a laugh, 
to which she made no reply. She still waited, frowning, for 
his answer. 

4 No woman,’ he said, ‘will ride on my black horse 
into my city of dreams. You may be very sure I will not 
marry/ 

4 No. I would not have you married. 7 

Wogan laughed again, but Clementina was very serious. 
That she had no right to make any such claim did not 
occur to her. She was merely certain and resolved that 
Wogan must not marry. She did not again refer to the 
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matter, nor could she so have done had she wished ; for a 
little later, and while they were not yet come to Peri, they 
were hailed from behind, and turning about they saw 
Gaydon and O’Toole riding after them, O’Toole had his 
story to tell. Gaydon and he had put the courier to bed 
and taken his clothes and his money, and after the fellow 
had waked up they had sat for a day in the bedroom 
keeping him quiet and telling the landlord he was very ill. 
O’Toole finished his story as they came to Peri. They 
went boldly to the ‘Cervo’ Inn, where all traces of the 
night’s conflict had been removed, and neither Wogan nor 
the landlady thought it prudent to make any mention of 
the matter ; they waited for Misset and his wife, who came 
the next day. And thus reunited they passed one evening 
into the streets of Bologna and stopped at the ‘Pilgrim’ 
Inn. 
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CHAPTER XXI 

COMPLICATIONS AT BOLOGNA 

TN the parlour of the ‘Pilgrim’ Inn the four friends took 
their leave of the Princess. She could not part from 
them lightly ; she spoke with a faltering voice. 

i Five days ago I was in prison at Innspruck, perpetually 
harassed and with no hope of release but in you. Now, I 
am in Bologna, and free. I could not believe that any girl 
could find such friends except in fairyland. You make the 
world very sweet and clean to me. I should thank you. 
See my tears fall ! Will you take them for my thanks ? I 
have no words which can tell as much of my thoughts 
towards you. My little woman I keep with me, but to you 
gentlemen I would gladly give a token each, so that you 
may know I will never forget, and so that you, too, may 
keep for me a home within your memories.’ To Major 
Gaydon she gave a ring from off her finger, to Captain 
Misset a chain which she wore about her neck, to O’Toole, 
‘ her six feet four/ as she said between laughter and tears, 
her watch. Each with a word of homage took his leave. 
Clementina spoke to Wogan last of all, and when the room 
was empty but for these two. 

‘To you, my friend/ said she, ‘I give nothing. There 
is no need. But I ask for something. I would be in debt 
to you still deeper than I am. I ask for a handkerchief 
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which I dropped from my shoulders one evening under the' 
stars upon the road to Ala.’ 

Wogan bowed to her without a word. He drew the 
handkerchief from his breast slowly. 

‘It is true,’ said he, ‘I have no right to it,’ and he gave 
it back. But his voice showed that he was hurt. 

‘You do not understand,' said she with a great gentle- 
ness. ‘ You have every right which the truest loyalty can 
confer. I ask you for this handkerchief because I think at 
times to wear it in memory of a white stone on which I 
could safely set my foot, for the stone was not straw.’ 

Wogan could not trust his voice to answer her. He took 
her hand to lift it to his lips. 

‘No/ said she, ‘as at Innspruck, an honest hand-clasp, 
if you please.’ 

Wogan joined his three companions in the road, and 
they stood together for a little, recounting to each other 
the incidents of the flight. 

‘ Here ’s a great work ended,’ said Gaydon at last. 

‘We shall be historical,’ said O’Toole. ‘It is my one 
ambition. I want to figure in the history books, and be a 
great plague and nuisance to children at school. I would 
sooner be cursed daily by schoolboys than have any 
number of golden statues in galleries — it means the more 
solid reputation and then he became silent. Gaydon, 
apart from his joy at the rescue of Clementina, was privately 
satisfied that matters which were none of his business had 
come to no uncomfortable issue. Misset, too, was thankful 
for that his wife had come safely to the journey’s end. 
O’Toole alone had a weight upon his mind, and when 
Gaydon said, ‘ Well, we may go to bed and sleep without 
alarms till sundown to-morrow/ he remarked: ‘There’s 
Jenny. It was on my account she ventured with us.’ 
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‘That's true,' said Wogan, ‘but we shall put an end to 
her captivity now we are safe at Bologna. I have friends 
here who can serve me so far, I have no doubt.' 

O’Toole was willing to leave the matter in Wogan’s 
hands. If Wogan once pledged himself to Jenny's release, 
why, Jenny was released, and he went to bed now with a 
quite equable mind. Wogan hurried off past the towns of 
Asinelli and Garisenda to the palace of the Cardinal Origo, 
whom he found sitting at his supper in the great hall of 
Hercules overlooking the piazza. The Cardinal welcomed 
Wogan back very warmly. 

‘I trust, your Eminence/ said Wogan, ‘that Farini is 
now at Bologna.' 

‘You come in the nick of time/ replied the Cardinal. 
‘ This is his last week. There is a great demand for the 
seats, but you will see to it, Mr. Wogan, that the box is in 
the first tier.' 

‘ There was to be a dinner, too, if I recollect aright. I 
have not dined for days. Your Eminence, I shall be 
extraordinarily hungry.’ 

‘You will order what you will, Mr. Wogan. I am a man 
of a small appetite and have no preferences.’ 

‘Your Eminence's cook will be the better judge of 
what is seasonable. Your Eminence will be the more 
likely to secure the box in the first tier. Shall we fix a 
day? To-morrow, if it please you. To-morrow I shall 
have the honour, then, to be your Eminence's guest.' 

The Cardinal started up from the table and stared at his 
visitor. 

‘You are jesting/ said he. 

‘So little/ replied Wogan, ‘that Her Highness the 
Princess Clementina is now at the “Pilgrim” Inn at 
Bologna.' 
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‘ In Bologna ! ’ cried the Cardinal ; and he stood frown- 
ing in a great perturbation of spirit ‘This is great news,’ 
he said, but in a doubtful voice which Wogan did not 
understand. ‘This is great news, to be sure/ and he took 
a turn or two across the room/ 

‘Not wholly pleasant news, one might almost think/ 
said Wogan, in some perplexity. 

‘Never was better news/ exclaimed the Cardinal hastily, 
— a trifle too hastily, it seemed to Wogan. ‘But it sur- 
prises one. Even the King did not expect this most 
desirable issue. For the King is in Spain. It is that 
which troubles me. Her Highness comes to Bologna and 
the King ’s in Spain/ 

‘Yes/ said Wogan, with a wary eye upon his Eminence. 

* Why is the King in Spain ? ’ 

‘There is pressing business in Spain. An expedition 
from Cadiz. The King’s presence there was urged most 
earnestly. He had no hope you would succeed. I myself 
have some share in the blame. I did not hide from you 
my conviction you would fail/ 

Wogan was not at all reassured. He could not but re- 
member that the excuse for the King’s absence which the 
Cardinal now made to him was precisely that which he 
himself had invented to appease Clementina at Innspruck. 
It was the simple natural excuse which came first of all 
to the tongue's tip, but — it did not satisfy. There was, 
besides, too much flurry and agitation in the Cardinal’s 
manner. Even now that he was taking snuff he spilled 
the most of it from the trembling of his fingers. More- 
over, he must give reason upon reason for his perturbation 
the while he let his supper get cold. 

‘ Her Highness, I cannot but feel, will have reason to 
think slightly of our welcome. A young girl, she will 
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expect, and justly, something more of ceremony as her 
due/ 

‘ Your Eminence does not know her/ interrupted Wogan, 
with some sharpness. His Eminence was adroit enough 
to seize the occasion of ending a conversation which was 
growing with every minute more embarrassing. 

‘ I shall make haste to repair my defect/ said he, * I beg 
you to present my duty to Her Highness and to request her 
to receive me to-morrow at ten. By that hour I will hope to 
have discovered a lodging more suitable to her dignity/ 

Wogan made his way back to the ‘Pilgrim’ Inn, dashed 
and fallen in spirit. He had thought that their troubles 
were at an end, but here was a new difficulty at which in 
truth he rather feared to guess. The Chevalier’s departure 
to Spain had been a puzzle to him before ; he remembered 
now that the Chevalier had agreed with reluctance to his 
enterprise, and had never been more than lukewarm in 
its support That reluctance, that lukewarmness, he had 
attributed to a natural habit of discouragement, but the 
evasiveness of Cardinal Origo seemed to propose a different 
explanation. There was another reason why the Chevalier 
had gone to Spam. Wogan would not guess at it. But, 
in spite of himself, a fear crept into his mind that the 
Chevalier was avoiding Clementina. 

‘The King is to marry the Princess/ said he, fiercely. 
‘ I brought her out of Innspruck to Bologna. The King 
must marry the Princess ; 9 and quite unawares he set off 
running towards the inn. As he drew near to it, he heard 
a confused noise of shouting. He quickened his pace, 
and, rushing out of the mouth of a side street into the 
square where the inn stood, came suddenly to a stop. 
The square was filled with a great mob of people, and in 
face of the inn the crowd was so thick that Wogan could 
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have walked upon the shoulders. Many of the people 
carried blazing torches which they waved in the air, 
dropping the burning resin upon their companions ; others 
threw their hats skywards ; here were boys beating drums 
and grown men blowing upon toy trumpets ; and all were 
shouting and cheering with a deafening enthusiasm. The 
news of the Princess’s arrival had spread like wildfire 
through the town. Wogan’s spirits rose at a bound. Here 
was a welcome very different from the Cardinal’s. Wogan 
rejoiced in the good sense of the citizens of Bologna, who 
could appreciate the great qualities of his chosen woman. 
Their enthusiasm did them credit; he could have em- 
braced them one by one. 

He strove to push his way towards the door, but he 
would hardly have pierced through that throng had not a 
man recognised him by the light of a torch and bawled 
out his name. He was lifted shoulder-high in a second ; 
he was passed from hand to hand over the heads of the 
people. He was set tenderly down in the very doorway of 
the * Pilgrim ’ Inn, and he found Clementina at the window 
of an unlighted room, gazing unperceived at the throng. 

f Here ’s a true welcome, madam,’ said he, cordially, with 
his thoughts away upon that bluff of hillside where the 
prospect of these acclamations had seemed so distant and 
unreal. It is possible that they seemed of no small account 
to Clementina now, for though they rang in her ears and 
were visible to her eyes she sat quite unmoved by them. 

‘This is one tiny square in a little town,’ he continued, 
‘but its noise will ring across Europe,’ — and she turned 
her head to him and said quietly : ‘ The King is still in 
Spain, is he not?’ 

Wogan’s enthusiasm was quenched in alarm. Her voice 
had rung for all its quietude with pride. What if she 
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guessed what he for one would not let his wildest fancy 
dwell upon? Wogan repeated to himself the resolve 
which he had made, though with an alteration : ‘The King 
must marry the Princess,’ he had said ; now he said, ‘ the 
Princess must marry the King.’ 

He began hurriedly to assure her that the King had 
doubted his capacity to bring the enterprise to a favourable 
issue, but that now he would immediately return. Cardinal 
Origo would tell her more upon that head if she would be 
good enough to receive him at ten in the morning ; and 
while Wogan was yet speaking a torch waved, and amongst 
that close-pressed throng of faces below him in the street, 
one sprang to his view with a remarkable distinctness, a 
face most menacing and vindictive. It was the face of 
Harry Whittington. Just for a second it shone out, angles 
and lines so clearly revealed that it was as though the 
crowd had vanished and that one contorted face glared 
alone upwards at the windows in a flare of hellfire. 

Clementina saw the face too, for she drew back in- 
stinctively within the curtain of the window. 

* The man at Peri,’ said she, in a whisper. 

‘Your Highness will pardon me,’ exclaimed Wogan, and 
he made a movement towards the door. Then he stopped, 
hesitated for a second, and came back. He had a question 
to put, as difficult perhaps as ever lips had to frame. 

‘ At Peri,’ he said, in a stumbling voice, ‘ I waked from 
a dream and saw that man, birdlike and cunning, watching 
over the rim of the stairs. I was dreaming that a star 
out of Heaven stooped towards me, that a woman’s face 
shone out of the star’s bright heart, that her lips deigned to 
bend downwards to my earth. And I wonder whether those 
cunning eyes had cunning enough to interpret my dream.’ 

And Clementina answered him simply : ‘ I think it very 
R 
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likely that they had so much skill,’ and Wogan ran down 
the stairs into the street. He forced his way through the 
crowd to the point where Whittington’s face had shown, 
but his hesitation, his question, had consumed time. 
Whittington had vanished, nor did he appear again for 
some while in Bologna. Wogan searched for him high 
and low. Here was another difficulty added to the re- 
luctance of his King — the pride of his Queen. Whitting- 
ton had a piece of dangerous knowledge and could not be 
found. Wogan said nothing openly of the man’s treachery, 
though he kept very safely the paper in which that 
treachery was confessed. But he did not cease from his 
search. He was still engaged upon it when, a few days 
afterwards, he received a summons from Cardinal Origo. 
He hurried to the palace, wondering what new thing had 
befallen, and was at once admitted to the Cardinal. It 
was no bad thing, at all events, as Wogan could judge 
from the Cardinal’s smiling face. 

‘Mr. Wogan,’ said he, ‘Our Holy Father, the Pope, 
wishes to testify his approbation of your remarkable enter- 
prise on behalf of a princess who is his god-daughter. 
He bids me hand you, therefore, your patent of Roman 
Senator, and requests you to present yourself at the Capitol 
in Rome on June 15, when you will be installed with all 
the ancient ceremonies.’ 

Wogan thanked his Eminence dutifully, but laid the 
patent on the table. 

‘You hardly know what you refuse,’ said his Eminence. 
‘The Holy Father has no greater honour to bestow, and, 
believe me, he bestows it charily.’ 

‘Nay, your Eminence,’ said Wogan, ‘I do not underrate 
so high a distinction. But I had three friends with me 
who shared every danger. I cannot accept an honour 
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which they do not share; for, indeed, they risked more 
than I did, for they hold service under the King of France/ 

The Cardinal was pleased to compliment Wogan upon 
his loyalty to his friends. ‘ They shall not be the losers/ 
said he. ‘ I think I may promise, indeed, that each will 
have a step in rank ; and I do not doubt that when the 
Holy Father hears what you have said to me I shall have 
three other patents like to this ; ’ and he locked Wogan’s 
away in a drawer. 

‘And what of the King in Spain?' asked Wogan. 

‘ I sent a messenger to him on the night of your coming/ 
said the Cardinal, £ but it is a long journey into Spain. We 
must wait/ 

To Wogan it seemed the waiting would never end. The 
Cardinal had found a little house set apart from the street 
with a great garden of lawns and cedar trees and laurels ; 
and in that garden, now fresh with spring flowers and made 
private by high walls, the Princess passed her days. Wogan 
saw her but seldom during this time, but each occasion 
sent him back to his lodging in a fever of anxiety. She 
had grown silent, and her silence alarmed him. She had 
lost the sparkling buoyancy of her spirits. Mrs. Misset, 
who attended her, told him that she would sit for long 
whiles with a red spot burning in each cheek. Wogan 
feared that her pride was chafing her gentleness, that she 
guessed there was reluctance in the Fling's delay. ‘But 
she must marry the King/ he still persevered in declaring. 
Her hardships, her imprisonment, her perilous escape, the 
snows of Innspruck — these were known now, and if, at the 

last, the end for which they had been endured . 

Wogan broke off from his reflections to hear the world 
laughing. The world would not think, it would laugh. 
‘For her own sake she must marry/ he cried as he paced 
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about his rooms. ‘For ours, too, for a country’s sake,’ 
and he looked northwards towards England. But ‘for 
her own sake ’ was the reason uppermost in his thoughts. 

But the days passed. The three promised patents 
came from Rome, and Cardinal Ongo unlocked the drawer 
and joined Wogan’s to them. He presented all four at 
the same time. 

‘The patents carry the title of “Excellency,”’ said 
he. 

O’Toole beamed with delight. 

c Sure,’ said he, ‘ I will have a toga with the arms of the 
O’Tooles embroidered on the back to appear in the 
Capitol. It is on June 15, your Eminence. Upon my 
soul I have not much time,’ and he grew thoughtful. 

‘A toga will hardly take a month, even with the em- 
broidery, which I do not greatly recommend,’ said the 
Cardinal drily. 

‘I was not at the moment thinking of the toga/ said 
O’Toole gloomily. 

‘And what of the King in Spain?’ asked Wogan. 

‘We must wait, my friend,’ said the Cardinal. 

In a week there was brought to Wogan one morning a 
letter in the King’s hand. He fingered it for a little, not 
daring to break the seal. When he did break it he read a 
great many compliments upon his success, and after the 
compliments a statement that the marriage should take 
place at Montefiascone as soon as the King could depart 
from Spain, and after that statement, a declaration that 
since Her Highness’s position was not meanwhile one that 
suited either her dignity or the love the King had for her, 
a marriage by proxy should take place at Bologna. The 
Chevalier added that he had written to Cardinal Origo to 
make the necessary arrangements for the ceremony, and 
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he appointed herewith Mr. Charles Wogan to act as his 
proxy, in recognition of his great services. 

Wogan felt a natural distaste for the part he was to take 
in the ceremony. To stand up before the Cardinal and 
take Clementina’s hand in his, and speak another’s marriage 
vows and receive hers as another’s deputy, — there was a 
certain mockery in the situation for which he had no 
liking. The memory of the cabin on the mountain side 
was something too near. But at all events the King was 
to marry the Princess, and Wogan’s distaste was swallowed 
up in a great relief. There would be no laughter rippling 
over Europe like the wind over a field of com. He stood 
by his window in the spring sunshine with a great content- 
ment of spirit, and then there came a loud rapping on his 
door. 

He caught his breath, he grew white with a sudden fear, 
you would have thought it was his heart that was knocked 
upon. For there was another side to the business. The 
King would marry the Princess, but how would the 
Princess take this marriage by proxy and the King’s con- 
tinued absence? She had her pride, as he knew well. 
The knocking was repeated. Wogan in a voice of suspense 
bade his visitor enter. The visitor was one of Her High- 
ness’s new servants. ‘Without a doubt,’ thought Wogan, 
‘she has received a letter by the same messenger who 
brought me mine.’ 

The servant handed him a note from the Princess 
begging him to attend on her at once. ‘She must marry 
the King,’ said Wogan to himself. He took his hat and 
cane and followed the servant into the street 
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CHAPTER XXII 

CLEMENTINA TAKES MR. WOGAN TO VISIT THE 
CAPRARA PALACE 


V7U r OGAN was guided through the streets to the mouth of 
* * a blind alley, at the bottom of which rose a high garden 
wall ; over the wall the smoking chimneys of a house showed 
among the tops of many trees freshly-green, which shivered 
in the breeze and shook the sunlight from their leaves. The 
alley from the first day when the Princess came to lodge 
in the house had worn to Wogan a familiar air; and this 
morning, as he pondered dismally whether, after all, those 
laborious months since he had ridden hopefully out of 
Bologna to Ohlau were to bear no fruit, he chanced to 
remember why. He had passed that alley at the moment 
of grey dawn, when he was starting out upon this adventure, 
and he had seen a man, muffled in a cloak step from its 
mouth and suddenly draw back as though to elude recogni- 
tion. Wogan was wondering who at that time had lived in 
the house, when he was admitted through a door in the wall 
and led along a gravel path into a little room with French 
windows opening upon a lawn. The garden seen from 
here was a wealth of coloured blossoms, and amongst them 
Clementina paced alone, the richest blossom of them all. 
She was dressed simply in a white gown of muslin and a 
little three-cornered hat of straw, but Wogan knew as he 
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advanced towards her that it was not merely the hat which 
threw the dark shadow on her face. 

She took a step or two towards him and began at once 
without any friendly greeting in a cold formal voice. 4 You 
have received a letter this morning from His Majesty.* 
‘Yes, your Highness.* 

* Why does the King linger in Spain ? * 

‘ The expedition from Cadiz * 

‘Which left harbour a week ago. Well, Mr. Wogan,’ 
she asked in biting tones, 4 how does that expedition, now 
on the high seas, detain His Majesty in Spain?* 

Wogan was utterly dumfounded. He stood and gazed 
at her, a great trouble in his eyes, and his wits with that 
expedition all at sea. 

e Is your Highness sure ? * he babbled. 

‘Oh, indeed, most sure,* she replied with the hardest 
laugh which he had ever heard from a woman’s lips. 

‘I did not know,* he said in dejection, and she took a 
step nearer to him and her cheeks flamed. 

4 Is that the truth ? * she asked, her voice trembling with 
anger. 4 You did not know ? * 

And Wogan understood that the real trouble with her at 
this moment was not so much the King’s delay in Spain 
as a doubt whether he himself had played with her and 
spoken her false. For if he was proved untrue here, why, 
he might have been untrue throughout — on the stairway 
at Innspruck, on the road to Ala, in the hut on the bluff 
of the hills. He could see how harshly the doubt would 
buffet her pride, how it would wound her to the soul. 

‘It is the truth,’ he answered, ‘you will believe it. I 
pledge my soul upon it. Lay your hand in mine. I will 
repeat it standing so. Could I speak false with your hand 
close in mine ? * 
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He held out his hand ; she did not move, nor did her 
attitude of distrust relent. 

* Could you not? ’ she asked icily. 

Wogan was baffled; he was angeied. c Have I ever 
told you lies?’ he asked passionately, and she answered 
‘Yes/ and steadily looked him in the face. 

The monosyllable quenched him like a pail of cold 
water. He stood silent, perplexed ; trying to remember. 

‘ When ? ’ he asked. 

‘In the berlin between Brixen and Wellishmile.’ 

Wogan remembered that he had told her of his city of 
dreams during that stage of their journey. But it was 
plainly not to this that she referred. He shrugged his 
shoulders. ‘ I cannot remember.’ 

‘ You told me of an attack made upon a Scottish town, 
what time the King was there in the year ’15. He forced 
a passage through nine grenadiers with loaded muskets 
and escaped over the roof-tops where he played a game of 
hide and seek among the chimneys. Ah, you recollect 
the story now. There was a chain, I remember, which 
even then, as you told of it, puzzled me. He threw the 
chain over the head of one of those nine grenadiers and 
crossing his arms jerked it tight about the man’s neck, 
stifling his cry of warning. “ What chain ? ” I asked, and 
you answered — Oh, sir, with a practised readiness, “ The 
chain he wore about his neck.” Do you remember that ? 
The chain linked your handlocks, Mr. Wogan. It was 
your own escape of which you told me. Why did you 
ascribe your exploits to your King ? ’ 

‘Your Highness/ he said, ‘we know the King, we who 
have served him day in and day out for years. We can 
say freely to each other, “ the King’s achievements, they 
are to come.” We were in Scotland with him and we 
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know they will not fail to come. But with you it’s 
different. You did not know him. You asked what he 
had done and I told you. You asked for more. You 
said, “ Amongst his throng of adventurers, each of whom 
has something to his credit, what has he, the chief 
adventurer ? 9 

‘ Well, sir, why not the truth in answer to the question ? ’ 

* Because the truth’s unfair to him.’ 

‘ And was the untruth fair to me ? ’ 

Mr. Wogan was silent. e I think I understand,’ she con- 
tinued bitterly, c you thought, here’s a foolish girl aflame for 
knights and monsters overthrown. She cries for deeds, not 
statecraft. Well, out of your many, you would toss her one 
and call it the King’s. You could afford the loss, and she, 
please God, would be content with it.’ She spoke with an 
extraordinary violence, in a low trembling voice, and she 
would not listen to Wogan’s stammered interruption. 

* Very likely, too, the rest of your words to me was of a 
piece. I was a girl, and girls are to have gallant speeches 
— Oh, but you have hurt me beyond words. I would not 
have thought I could have suffered so much pain ! 9 

That last cry wrung Wogan’s heart. She turned away 
from him with her eyes shut tight upon tears. It was this 
conjecture of hers which he had dreaded, which at all costs 
he must dispel. 

* Do not believe it,’ he exclaimed. c Think I Should I 
have been at so much pains to refrain from speech if speech 
was what I had intended ? ’ 

c How should I know but what that concealment was part 
of the gallantry, a necessary preface to the pretty speeches?’ 

f Should I have urged your rescue on the King had I 
believed you, what you will have it that I did — a mere 
witless girl to be pampered with follies ? ’ 
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‘Then you admit/ she cried, ‘ you urged the King.* 
‘Should I have travelled over Europe to search for a 
wife and lit on you ? Should I have ridden to Ohlau and 
pestered your father till he yielded ? Should I have ridden 
across Europe to Strasbourg ? Should I have endangered 
my friends in the rush to Innspruck? No, no, no. From 
first to last you were the chosen woman/ 

The vehemence and fire of sincerity with which he 
spoke had its effect on her. She turned again towards him 
with a gleam of hopefulness in her face, but midway in the 
turn she stopped. ‘ You spoke to me words which I have 
not forgotten/ she said doubtfully. ‘You said the King 
had need of me. I will be frank, hoping that you will 
match my frankness. On that morning when we climbed 
down the gorge, and ever since, I cheered myself with that 
one thought : the King had need of me.’ 

‘ Never was truer word spoken/ said Wogan stoutly. 
‘Then why is the King in Spain? ’ 

They had come back to the first question. Wogan 
had no new answer to it. He said, ‘ I do not know/ 

For a moment or two Clementina searched his eyes. 
It seemed in the end that she was satisfied he spoke the 
truth, for she said in a voice of greater gentleness, ‘ Then I 
will acquaint you. Will you walk with me for half-a-mile ? ? 

Wogan bowed, and followed her out of the garden. He 
could not think whither she was leading him or for what 
purpose. She walked without a word to him, he followed 
without a question ; and so pacing with much dignity under 
the arcades, they came to the steps of a great house. Then 
Clementina halted. 

‘Sir/ said she, ‘can you put a name to the house? * 
‘Upon my word, your Highness, I cannot/ 

‘ It is the Caprara Palace/ said she suddenly, and sud- 
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denly she bent her eyes upon Wogan. The name, however, 
conveyed no meaning whatever to him, and his blank face 
told her so clearly. She nodded in a sort of approval. 
c No, 7 she said, relenting, c you did not know.’ 

She mounted the steps to the great iron gates at the top. 
An old broken serving-man admitted them to a tiled 
courtyard, prettily set about with flowers, and told them 
that the Princess Caprara was in Rome. It was permitted 
him, however, to show the many curiosities and treasures 
of the Palace to such visitors as desired it. Clementina 
did desire it. The old man led her and her companion to 
the armoury where he was for spending much time and 
breath over the trophies which the distinguished General 
Caprara had of old snatched from the infidels. But 
Clementina quickly broke in upon his garrulity. 

‘I have a great wish to see the picture gallery/ said she, 
and the old man tottered onwards through many shrouded 
and darkened rooms. In the picture gallery he drew up 
the blinds and took a wand in his hand. 

‘Will you show me first the portrait of Mile, de 
Caprara ? 7 said Clementina. 

It was a full-length portrait painted with remarkable 
skill. Maria Vittoria de Caprara was represented in a 
black dress, and the warm Italian colouring of her face 
made a sort of glow in the dark picture. Her eyes watched 
you from the canvas with so lifelike a glance, you had a 
thought when you turned that they turned after you. 
Clementina gazed at the picture for a long while, and the 
blood slowly mounted on her neck and transfused her 
cheeks. 

‘There is a face, Mr. Wogan, a passionate, beautiful face 
which might well set a seal upon a man’s heart. I do not 
wonder. I can believe that though to-day that face 
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gladdens the streets of Rome a lover in Spain might see 
it through all the thick earth of the Pyrenees. There, sir, 
I promised to acquaint you why the King lingers in Spain, 
I have fulfilled that promise ’ ; and making a present to the 
custodian she walked back through the rooms and down 
the steps to the street. Wogan followed her, and pacing 
with much dignity they walked back to the little house 
among the trees, and so came again into the garden of 
blossoms. 

The anger had now gone from her face, but it was 
replaced by a great weariness. 

‘ It is strange, is it not/ she said with a faltering smile, 

‘ that on a spring morning, beneath this sky, amongst these 
flowers, I should think with envy of the snows of Innspruck 
and my prison there ? But I owe you a reparation/ she 
added. ‘You said the King had need of me. For that 
saying of yours I find an apt simile. Call it a stone on 
which you bade me set my foot and step. I stepped and 
found that your stone was straw.’ 

‘ No, madam/ cried Wogan. 

‘I had a thought/ she continued, ‘you knew the stone 
was straw when you commended it to me as stone. But 
this morning I have learnt my error. I acquit you and ask 
your pardon. You did not know that the King had no 
need of me.’ And she bowed to him as though the con- 
versation was at an end. Wogan, however, would not let 
her go. He placed himself in front of her, engrossed in 
his one thought: ‘She must marry the King.’ He spoke, 
however, none the less with sincerity when he cried : 1 Nor 
do I know now. No, and I shall not know/ 

‘You have walked with me to the Caprara Palace this 
morning, or did I dream we walked ? 7 

‘What your Highness has shown me to-day I cannot 
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gainsay, for this is the first time that ever I heard of 
Mile, de Caprara, but I am very sure that you draw your 
inference amiss. You sit in judgment on the King not 
knowing him. You push aside the firm trust of us who 
know him as a thing of no account. And because once in 
a mood of remorse at my own presumption I ascribed to 
the King one trivial exploit which was not his — at the best 
a success of muscle and not brain — you strip him of all 
merit on the instant.’ He saw that her face flushed. Here 
at all events he had hit the mark, and he cried out with a 
ringing confidence : 

* Your stone is stone, not straw.’ 

‘ Prove it me,’ said she. 

‘What do you know of the Princess Caprara at the end 
of it all ? You have told me this morning all you know. 
I will go bail if the whole truth were out the matter would 
take a very different complexion.’ 

Again she said: ‘Prove that to me!’ and then she 
looked over his shoulder. Wogan turned and saw that a 
servant was coming from the house across the lawn with 
a letter on a salver. The Princess opened the letter and 
read it. Then she turned again to Wogan : 

‘His Eminence the Cardinal fixes the marriage in 
Bologna here for to-day fortnight. You have thus two 
weeks wherein to make your word good.’ 

Two weeks, and Wogan had not an idea in his head as 
to how he was to set about the business. But he bowed 
imperturbably. 

‘ Within two weeks I will convince your Highness,’ said 
he; and for a good half-hour he sauntered with her about 
the garden before he took his leave. 
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CHAPTER XXIII 

WOGAN LEARNS THAT HE HAS MEDDLED 

TY UT his thoughts had been busy during that half-hour, 
and as soon as he had come out from the mouth of 
the alley he ran to Gaydon’s lodging, near the Archi- 
ginnasio. Gaydon, however, was not in. O’Toole lodged 
in the same house, and Wogan mounted to his apart- 
ments, hoping there to find news of Gaydon’s whereabouts. 
O’Toole, however, was taking the air, too, but Wogan 
found O’Toole’s servant. 

‘Where will I find Captain O’Toole?’ asked Wogan. 

‘You will find his Excellency,’ said the servant with 
a reproachful emphasis upon the title, * at the little book- 
seller’s under the arcade on the west side of the Piazza.’ 

Wogan sprang down the stairs and hurried to the 
Piazza, wondering what in the world O’Toole was doing 
at a bookseller’s. O’Toole was bending over the counter, 
which was spread with open books, and Wogan hailed 
him from the doorway. O’Toole turned and blushed a 
deep crimson. He came to the door as if to prevent 
Wogan’s entrance into the shop. Wogan, however, had 
but one thought in his head. 

‘Where shall I find Gaydon?’ he asked. 

‘He went towards the Via San Vitale,’ replied O’Toole. 

Wogan set off again, and in an hour came upon Gaydon, 
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He had lost an hour of his fortnight — with the half-hour 
during which he had sauntered in the garden, an hour and 
a half. 

•You went to Rome in the spring,’ said he. ‘There 
you saw the King. Did you see any one else by any 
chance whilst you were in Rome ? ’ 

‘ The Secretary,’ replied Gaydon, with a glance from the 
corner of his eye which Wogan did not fail to remark. 

‘ Aha ! 5 said he. ‘ The Secretary, to be sure, since you 
saw the King. But, besides the Secretary, did you see 
any one else ? ’ 

‘ Whittington,’ said Gaydon. 

‘Oho/ said Wogan thoughtfully. ‘So you saw my 
friend Harry Whittington at Rome? Did you see him 
with the King ? 9 

Gaydon was becoming manifestly uncomfortable. 

‘ He was waiting for the King/ he replied. 

‘ Indeed. And whereabouts was he waiting for the King ? ’ 
‘ Oh, outside a house in Rome/ said Gaydon, as though 
he barely remembered the incident. ‘ It was no business 
of mine that I could see.’ 

‘None whatever, to be sure/ answered Wogan cordially. 
‘ But why in the world should Whittington be waiting for 
the King outside a house in Rome ? ’ 

‘ It was night-time. He carried a lantern.’ 

‘Of course, if it was night-time/ exclaimed Wogan in 
his most unsuspicious accent, ‘and the King wished to 
pay a visit to a house in Rome, he would take an atten- 
dant with a lantern. A servant, though, one would have 

thought, unless, of course, it was a private sort of visit 5 

‘ It was no business of mine/ Gaydon interrupted quickly. 
‘And so I made no inquiries of Whittington/ 

‘But Whittington did not wait for inquiries, eh?’ said 
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Wogan shrewdly. 6 You are hiding something from me, 
my friend, something which that good, honest simpleton 
of a Whittington blurted out to you without the least 
thought of making any disclosure. Oh, I know my 
Whittington, and I know you, too, Dick. I do not 
blame you, for when the King goes a-visiting the Princess 
Caprara privately at night-time while the girl to whom 
he is betrothed suffers in prison for her courageous loyalty 
to him, and his best friends are risking their heads to set 
her free, why, there’s knowledge a man would be glad 
to keep even out of his own hearing. You see, I know 
more than you credit me with. So tell me the rest! 
Don’t fob me off. Don’t plead it is none of your business, 
for upon my soul, it is.’ 

Gaydon suddenly changed his manner. He spoke with 
no less earnestness than Wogan. 

'You are in the right. It is my business; and why? 
Because it touches you, Charles Wogan, and you are my 
friend.’ 

'Therefore, you will tell me,’ cried Wogan. 

'Therefore, I will not tell you,’ answered Gaydon. 
He had a very keen recollection of certain pages of poetry 
he had seen on the table at Schlestadt, of certain con- 
versations in the berlin when he had feigned to sleep. 

Wogan caught him by the arm. 

' I must know. Here have I lost two hours out of one 
poor fortnight. I must know.’ 

'Why?’ 

Gaydon stood quite unmoved, and with a remarkable 
sternness of expression. Wogan understood that only 
the truth would unlock his lips, and he cried : * Because, 
unless I do, in a fortnight Her Highness will refuse to 
marry the King.’ And he recounted to him the walk 
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he had taken and the conversation he had held with 
Clementina that morning. Gaydon listened with an 
unfeigned surprise. The story put Wogan in quite a 
different light, and moreover it was told with so much 
sincerity of voice and so clear a simplicity of language 
Gaydon could not doubt one syllable. 

‘I am afraid, my friend,’ said he, ‘my thoughts have 
done you some wrong.’ 

‘Leave me out of them,’ cried Wogan impatiently. He 
had no notion and no desire to hear what Gaydon meant. 
‘Tell me from first to last what you saw in Rome/ 

Gaydon told him, thereupon, of that secret passage from 
the Chevalier’s house into the back street, and of that 
promenade to the Princess’s Palace which he had spied 
upon. Wogan listened without any remark, and yet 
without any attempt to quicken his informant. But as 
soon as he had the story he set off at a run towards the 
Cardinal’s palace. ‘So the Princess,’ he thought, ‘had 
more than a rumour to go upon, though how she came 
by her knowledge the devil only knows.’ At the palace he 
was told that the Cardinal was gone to the church of San 
Giacomo. 

‘ I will wait,’ said Wogan, and he waited in the library 
for an hour, another priceless hour of that swiftly-passing 
fortnight, and he was not a whit nearer to his end. He 
made it his business, however, to show a composed face 
to his Eminence, and, since his Eminence’s dinner was 
ready, to make a pretence of sharing the meal. The 
Cardinal was in a mood of great contentment. 

‘It is your presence, Mr. Wogan, puts me in a good 
humour,’ he was pleased to say. 

‘ Or a certain letter your Eminence received from Spain 
to-day?’ asked Wogan. 

S 
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‘ True, the letter was one to cause all the King’s friends 
satisfaction.’ 

‘And some few of them, perhaps, relief/ said Wogan. 

The Cardinal glanced at Wogan, but with a quite im- 
passive countenance. He took a pinch of snuff and 
inhaled it delicately. Then he glanced at Wogan again. 

‘I have a hope, Mr. Wogan/ said he with a great 
cordiality. 4 You shall tell me if it is to fall true. I see 
much of you of late, and I have a hope that you are 
thinking of the priesthood. We should welcome you very 
gladly, you may be sure. Who knows but what there is 
a Cardinal’s hat hung up in the ante-room of the future 
for you to take down from its peg ? ’ 

The suggestion was sufficiently startling to Wogan, who 
had thought of nothing less than of entering into orders. 
But he was not to be diverted by this piece of ingenuity. 

‘Your Eminence,’ said he, ‘although I hold myself 
unworthy of priestly vows, I am here in truth in the 
character of a catechist.’ 

‘Catechise, then, my friend/ said the Cardinal with a 
smile. 

1 First, then, I would ask your Eminence how many of 
the King’s followers have had the honour of being pre- 
sented to the Princess Clementina ? ’ 

‘ Very few. Her Highness lives, as you know, a very 
suitable secluded life.’ 

‘ Might I know the names ? ’ 

‘ To be sure.’ 

Cardinal Origo repeated three or four names. They 
were the names of men known to Wogan for irreproachable 
loyalty. Not one of them would have gone about the 
Princess with slanders upon his master; he would have 
stood bail for them all — at least, a month ago he would, 
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he reflected, though now, indeed, he hardly knew where 
to put his trust. 

‘And no others could have had access to her at the 
“Pilgrim” Inn? 5 

* Nay, she was there but the one night, the night of her 
arrival. I do not think it likely. For if you remember, 
I myself went to her early the next morning, and by a 
stroke of good luck I had already come upon the little 
house in the garden which was offered to me by a friend 
of yours for Her Highness's service. 5 

‘ A friend of mine offered you the house, 5 said Wogan — 
‘Who? 5 

‘ Harry Whittington. 5 

Wogan started to his feet. So, after all, Whittington 
was at the bottom of the trouble. Wogan wondered 
whether he had done wisely not to publish the fellow's 
treachery. But he could not — no, he had to make his 
account with the man alone. There were reasons. 

‘It was Harry Whittington who offered the house for 
Her Highness’s use, 5 Wogan exclaimed. 

‘ It was an offer most apt and kind. 5 

‘ And made on the evening of our arrival ? 5 

‘Not an hour after you left me. But you are 
surprised?’ 

Wogan was reflecting that on the evening of his arrival 
and, indeed, just before Whittington made his offer to 
Origo, he had seen Whittington’s face by the torchlight in 
the square. The expression upon that face lived very 
plainly in Wogan’s thoughts. It was certainly not for 
Clementina’s service that "Whittington had offered the 
house. Wogan resumed his seat saying carelessly : ‘ I was 
surprised, for I had a notion that Whittington used to 
lodge opposite the Torre Garisenda, and not at the house. 5 
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4 Nor did he. He hired it for a friend who has now left 
Bologna.’ 

‘Man or woman?’ asked Wogan, remembering that 
visitor who had drawn back into the alley one early morn- 
ing of last autumn. The man might very likely have been 
Whittington. 

C I did not trouble to inquire,’ said the Cardinal. ‘But, 
Mr* Wogan, why do you ask me these questions ? ’ 

4 1 have not come to the end of them,’ answered Wogan. 
4 There is one more.’ 

4 Ask it ! ’ said his Eminence, crossing his legs. 

‘Will your Eminence oblige me with a history of the 
affection of Maria Yittoria, Mdlle. de Caprara, for the 
King?’ 

The Cardinal uncrossed his legs and bounced in his 
chair. 

4 Here is a question, indeed ! ’ he stuttered. 

‘And a history of the King’s response to it,’ continued 
Wogan, implacably ; 4 with a particular account of why the 
King lingers in Spain after the Cadiz expedition has put 
out to sea.’ 

Origo was now quite still. His face was pale, and he 
had lost in an instant that air of affectation which so con- 
trasted with his broad features. 

‘This is very dangerous talk,’ said he solemnly. 

Not so dangerous as silence.’ 

‘ Some foolish slanderer has been busy at your ears.’ 

‘Not at my ears,’ returned Wogan. 

The Cardinal took his meaning. ‘Is it so, indeed?’ 
said he thoughtfully once or twice. Then he reached out 
his hand towards an escritoire. ‘But here’s the King’s 
letter come this morning. Surely that should content her.’ 

‘It is not enough,’ said Wogan, ‘for the King lingets in 
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Spain, and the portrait of Maria Vittoria glows on the walls 
of the Caprara Palace, whither I was bidden to escort her 
Highness this morning.’ 

The Cardinal walked thoughtfully to and fro about the 
room, but he made up his mind in the end. 

*1 will tell you the truth of the matter, Mr. Wogan. 
The King saw Mdlle. de Caprara for the first time while 
you were searching Europe for a wife for him. He saw her 
here one morning at Mass in the church of San Domenico, 
and came away most silent. Of their acquaintance I 
need not speak. The King just for one month became an 
ardent youth. He appealed to the Pope for his consent 
to marry Mdlle. de Caprara, and the Pope consented. The 
King was just sending off a message to bid you cease your 
search when you came back with the news that her High- 
ness the Princess Clementina had accepted the King’s 
hand and would shortly set out for Bologna. Sir, the King 
was in despair, though he showed to you a smiling, grateful 
face. Mdlle. de Caprara went to Rome, the King stayed 
here awaiting his betrothed. Then came the news of her 
imprisonment. The Kang, after all, is a man. If his heart 
leaped a little at the news who shall blame him? Do you 
remember how you came privately one night to the King’s 
cabinet and found me there in the King’s company ? ’ 

‘ But,' stammered Wogan, ‘ I do remember that evening. 
I remember that the King was pale, discouraged .’ 

‘And why?’ said Origo. ‘Because her Highness’s 
journey had been interrupted, because the marriage now 
seemed impossible? No* but because Mr. Charles Wogan 
was back in Bologna; because Mr. Charles Wogan had 
sought for a private interview ; because the King had no 
more doubt than I, as to what Mr. Charles Wogan intended 
to propose; and because the King knew that what Mr. 
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Wogan set his hand to was as good as done* You remem- 
ber I threw such hindrances as I could in your way, and 
made much of the risks you must lun, and the impossibility 
of your task. Now you know why.’ 

Never was a man more confused than Wogan at this 
story of the Cardinal^. ‘ It makes me out a mere meddle- 
some fool , 5 he cried, and sat stunned. 

‘It is an unprofitable question at this time of day , 5 said 
the Cardinal with a smile. ‘ Matters have gone so far that 
they can no longer be remedied. The marriage must take 
place . 5 

‘True , 5 said Wogan. 

‘The King, indeed, is now firmly inclined to it . 5 

‘Yet he lingers in Spain . 5 

‘That I cannot explain to you, but he has been most loyal. 
You must take my word for it, so must your Princess . 5 

‘Yet this winter, when I was at Schlestadt preparing 
the expedition to Innspruck , 5 Wogan said with a certain 
timidity, for he no longer felt that it was within his right to 
make reproaches, ‘ the King was in Rome visiting Mdlle. 
de Caprara . 5 

The Cardinal flushed with some anger at Wogan 5 s per- 
sistence. 

‘Come, sir , 5 said he, ‘what has soured you with sus- 
picions ? Upon my word, here is a man sitting with me 
who bears your name, but few of those good qualities the 
name is linked with in my memories. Your King saw 
Mdlle. de Caprara once in Rome — once only. I know 
the whole story of that parting — for such it was. Majoi 
Gaydon had come at your request to Rome to fetch a letter 
in the King’s hand bidding Her Highness intrust herself 
to you. Up to that moment the issue of your exploit was 
in the balance. But your request was to the King a very 
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certain sign that you would indeed succeed. So the night 
before he wrote the letter he went to the Caprara Palace 
and took his farewell of the woman he loved. So much 
may be pardoned to any man even by you, who, it seems, 
stand pinnacled above these earthly affections.’ 

The blood rushed into Wogan’s face at the sneer, but he 
bowed his head to it, being much humbled by Origo’s dis- 
closures. 

c This story I have told you,’ continued the Cardinal, ‘I 
will make bold to tell to-morrow to Her Highness.’ 

‘But you must also explain why the King lingers in 
Spain,’ Wogan objected. ‘I am very certain of it. The 
Princess has her pride; she will not marry a reluctant 
man.’ 

‘Well, that I cannot do,’ cried the Cardinal, now fairly 
exasperated. ‘ Pride ! She has her pride 1 Is it to ruin a 
cause this pride of hers ? Is it to wreck a policy ? ’ 

‘ No,’ cried Wogan, starting up. ‘ I have a fortnight. I 
beg your Eminence not to speak one word to Her Highness 
until this fortnight is gone, until the eve of the marriage in 
Bologna. Give me till then. I have a hope there will be 
no need for us to speak at all.’ 

The Cardinal shrugged his shoulders. 

‘You must do more than hope. Will you pledge your 
word to it ? ’ 

Here, it seemed to Wogan, was an occasion when a man 
must dare. 

‘Yes,’ he said; and so went out of the house. He had 
spoken under a sudden inspiration, the Cardinal’s words 
had shown him a way which, with careful treading, might 
lead to his desired result. He went first to his lodging 
and ordered his servant, Marnier, to saddle his black horse. 
Then he hurried again to O'Toole’s lodging and found his 
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friend back from the bookseller’s, indeed, but breathing 
very hard over a book which he slid behind his back. 

‘ I am to go on a journey,’ said Wogan, ‘and there’s a 
delicate sort of work I would trust to you.’ 

O’Toole looked distantly at Wogan. 

‘ Opus,’ said he, in a far-away voice. 

‘I want you to keep an eye on the little house in the 
garden ’ 

O’Toole nodded. ‘Hortus, hortus, hortum,’ said he, 
‘horti, hortus,’ and he fingered the book at his back, ‘no, 
horti, horto, horto. Do you know, my friend, that the 
difference between the second and fourth declensions was 
solely invented by the grammarians for their own profit. 
It is of no manner of use, and the most plaguey business 
that ever I heard of.’ 

‘ O’Toole,’ cried Wogan with a bang of his fist, ‘ you are 
no more listening to me than this table.’ 

At once O’Toole’s face brightened, and with a shout of 
pride he reeled out, ‘mensa, mensa, mensam, mensse, 
mensse, mensa.’ Wogan sprang up in a rage. 

‘Don’t mensa mensam me when I am talking most 
seriously to you! What is it you are after? What’s that 
book you are hiding? Let me look at it!’ O’Toole 
blushed on every visible inch of him and handed the book 
to Wogan. 

‘ It ’s a Latin grammar, my friend,’ said he meekly. 

‘And what in the world do you want to be addling your 
brains with a Latin grammar for when there ’s other need 
for your eyes ? ’ 

‘Aren’t we to be enrolled at the Capitol in June as 
Roman senators with all the ancient honours, cum titubis 
— it is so — cum titubis, which are psalters or pshawms ? ’ 

‘ Well, what then ? ’ 
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‘You don’t understand, Charles, the difficulty of my 
position. You have Latin at your finger-ends. Sure, I 
have often admired you for your extraordinary compre- 
hension of Latin, but never more than I do now. It will 
be no trouble in the world for you to trip off a neat little 
speech, thanking the Senators kindly for the great honour 
they are doing themselves in electing us into their noble 
body. But it will not be easy for me,’ said O’Toole with a 
sigh. ‘ How can I get enough Latin through my skull by 
June not to disgrace myself?’ He looked so utterly 
miserable and distressed that Wogan never felt less in- 
clined to laugh. ‘ I sit up at nights with a lamp, but the 
most unaccountable thing happens. I may come in here 
as lively as any cricket, but the moment I take this book 
in my hands I am overpowered with sleep.’ 

‘ Oh, listen to me,’ cried Wogan. ‘ I have only a fort- 
night ’ 

‘And I have only till June,’ sighed O’Toole. ‘But 
there ! I am listening. I have no doubt, my friend, your 
business is more important than mine,’ he said with the 
simplicity of which not one of his friends could resist the 
appeal. Wogan could not now. 

‘My business,’ he said, ‘is only more important because 
you have no need of your Latin grammar at all. There’s a 
special deputy, a learned professor appointed on these 
occasions to make a speech for us, and all we have to 
do is to sit still and nod our heads wisely when he looks 
towards us.’ 

‘ Is that all ? ’ cried O’Toole, jumping up. ‘Swear it ! ’ 

‘I do,’ said Wogan, ‘And here’s to the devil with the 
Latin grammar,’ exclaimed O’Toole. He flung open his 
window and hurled the book out across the street with the 
full force of his prodigious arm. There followed a crash, 
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and then the tinkle of falling glass. O’Toole beamed con- 
tentedly and shut the window”. 

‘Now, what will I do for you in return for this ? 5 he 
asked. 

c Keep a watch on the little house and the garden. I 
will tell you why when I return. Observe who goes in to 
visit the Princess, but hinder no one. Only remember 
who they are and let me know.’ And Wogan got back to 
his lodging and mounted his black horse. He could trust 
O’Toole to play watch-dog in his absence. If the mysteri- 
ous visitor who had bestowed upon Clementina with so 
liberal a hand so much innuendo and such an artful com- 
bination of truth and falsity were to come again to the 
little house to confirm the slanders, Wogan in the end 
would not fail to discover the visitor’s identity. 

He dismissed the matter from his mind and rode out 
from Bologna. Four days afterwards he presented himself 
at the door of the Caprara Palace. 
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CHAPTER XXIV 

MARIA VITTORIA REAPPEARS 

TV/T ARIA VITTORIA received the name of her visitor 
A with a profound astonishment Then she stamped 
her foot and said violently, ‘Send him away! I hate 
him.’ But curiosity got the better of her hate. She 
felt a strong desire to see the meddlesome man who 
had thrust himself between her and her lover, and before 
her woman had got so far as the door she said, ‘Let 
him up to me!’ She was again surprised when Wogan 
was admitted, for she expected a stout and burly soldier, 
stupid and confident, of the type which blunders into 
success through sheer ignorance of the probabilities of 
defeat Mr. Wogan, for his part, saw the glowing original 
of the picture at Bologna, but armed at all points with 
hostility. 

‘Your business,’ said she curtly. Wogan no less curtly 
replied that he had a wish to escort Mdlle. de Caprara to 
Bologna. He spoke as though he was suggesting a walk 
on the Campagna. 

Maria Vittoria stared. 

‘And why, if you please, should I travel to Bologna?’ 
she asked. Wogan explained. The explanation required 
delicacy, but he put it in as few words as might be. 
There were slanderers at work. Her Highness the Princess 
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Clementina was in great distress ; a word from Mdlle. de 
Caprara would make all clear. 

Maria Vittoria listened in a grim silence. 

‘Why should I trouble because the Princess Clementina 
has a crumpled roseleaf in her bed ? I will not go,’ said 
Mdlle. de Caprara. 

‘Yet her Highness may justly ask why the King lingers 
in Spain.’ Wogan saw a look, a smile of triumph, brighten 
for an instant on the angry face. 

‘ It is no doubt a humiliation to the Princess Clementina,’ 
said Maria Vittoria, with a deal of satisfaction. ‘ But she 
must learn to bear humiliation like other women.’ 

‘But she will reject the marriage/ urged Wogan. 

‘ The fool ! ’ cried Maria Vittoria, and she laughed almost 
gaily. ‘I will not budge an inch to persuade her to it. 
Let her fancy what she will and weep over it ! I hate her; 
therefore she is out of my thought.’ 

Wogan was not blind to the inspiriting effect of his argu- 
ment upon Maria Vittoria. He had, however, foreseen it, 
and he continued imperturbably — 

‘No doubt you think me something of a fool, too, to 
advance a plea so unlikely to persuade you. But if her 
Highness rejects the marriage, who suffers ? Her High- 
ness’s name is already widely praised for her endurance, 
her constancy. If, after all, at the last moment she scorn- 
fully rejects that for which she has so stoutly ventured, 
whose name, whose cause, will suffer most? It will be 
one more misfortune, one more disaster to add to the 
crushing weight under which the King labours. There 
will be ignominy; who will be dwarfed by it? There will 
be laughter ; whom will it souse? There will be scandal; 
who will be splashed by it ? The Princess or the King? ’ 

Maria Vittoria stood with her brows drawn together in 
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a frown. ‘ I will not go,’ she said, after a pause. ‘Never 
was there so presumptuous a request. No, I will not.’ 

Wogan made his bow and retired. But he was at the 
Caprara Palace again in the morning and again he was 
admitted. He noticed without regret that Maria Vittoria 
bore the traces of a restless night. 

‘What should I say if I went with you?’ she asked, 
suddenly, as though she had expected his visit. 

‘You would say why the King lingers in Spain.’ 

Maria Vittoria gave a startled look at Wogan. 

‘ Do you know why ? ’ 

‘You told me yesterday.’ 

‘ Not in words ? ’ 

‘There are other ways of speech.’ 

That one smile of triumph had assured Wogan that the 
King’s delay was her doing and a condition of their parting. 

‘How will my story, though I told it, help?’ asked 
Mdlle. de Caprara. Wogan had no doubts upon that 
score. The story of the Chevalier and Maria Vittoria had 
a strong parallel in Clementina’s own history. Circum- 
stance and duty held them apart as it held apart Clemen- 
tina and Wogan himself. In hearing Maria Vittoria’s 
story Clementina would hear her own, she must be moved 
to sympathy with it, she would regard with her own 
generous eyes those who played unhappy parts in its 
development; she could have no word of censure, no 
opportunity for scorn. 

‘Tell the story,’ said Wogan, ‘I will warrant the result.’ 

‘ No, I will not go,’ said she, and again Wogan left the 
house. And again he came the next morning. 

‘Why should I go?’ said Maria Vittoria rebelliously. 
‘ Say what you have said to me to her. Speak to her of 
the ignominy which will befall the King. Tell her how 
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his cause will totter. Why talk of this to me? If she 
loves the King your words will persuade her. For on my 
life they have nearly persuaded me.’ 

‘If she loves the King ! ’ said Wogan quietly, and Maria 
Vittoria stared at him. Here was something she had not 
conjectured before. 

‘ Oh, she does not love him ! 7 she said in wonderment. 
Her wonderment swiftly changed to contempt. ‘ The fool ! 
Let her go on her knees and pray for a modest heart. 
There ’s my message to her. Who is she that she should 
not love him? * But the knowledge nevertheless altered a 
trifle pleasurably Maria Vittoria’s view of the position. It 
was pain to her to contemplate the Chevalier’s marriage, a 
deep, gnawing, rancorous pain, but the pain was less once 
she could believe he was to marry a woman who did not 
love him. She despised the woman for her stupidity; 
none the less that was the wife she would choose if she 
must needs choose another than herself. ‘ I have a mind 
to see this fool-woman of yours,’ she said doubtfully. 
‘ Why does she not love the King ? 9 

Wogan could have answered that she had never seen 
him. He thought silence, however, was the more ex- 
pressive. The silence led Maria Vittoria to conjecture. 

‘ Is there another picture at her heart ? ’ she asked, and 
again Wogan was silent. ‘Whose, then? You will not 
tell me.’ 

It might have been something in Wogan’s attitude or 
face which revealed the truth to her ; it might have been 
her recollection of what the King had said concerning 
Wogan’s enthusiasm; it might have been merely her 
woman’s instinct. But she started and took a step 
towards Wogan. Her eyes certainly softened. ‘Oh,’ 
said she, and was silent. ‘Ah,’ said she, and was silent 
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again. 4 After all, I am a woman, I have a woman's 
curiosity, I have a woman’s right to change my mind. 
I will go with you to Bologna,’ she said ; and that after- 
noon with the smallest equipment she started from Rome. 
Wogan had ridden alone from Bologna to Rome in four 
days, he had spent three days in Rome, he now took 
six days to return in company with Mdlle. de Caprara 
and her few servants. He thus arrived in Bologna on 
the eve of that day when he was to act as the King’s 
proxy in the marriage. 

It was about four o’clock in the afternoon when the tiny 
cavalcade clattered through the Porta Castiglione. Wogan 
led the way to the 4 Pilgrim’ Inn, where he left Maria 
Yittoria, saying that he would return at nightfall. He 
then went on foot to O’Toole’s lodging. O’Toole, however, 
had no news for him. 

4 There has been no mysterious visitor,’ said he. 

4 There will be one to-night,’ answered Wogan. 4 1 shall 
need you.’ 

4 I am ready,’ said O’Toole. 

The two friends went back to the 4 Pilgrim ’ Inn. They 
were joined by Maria Vittoria, and they then proceeded to 
the little house among the trees. Outside the door in the 
garden wall Wogan posted O’Toole. 

4 Let no one pass,’ said he, 4 till we return.’ 

He knocked on the door, and after a little delay, for 
the night had fallen and there was no longer a porter at 
the gate, a hatch was opened and a servant inquired his 
business. 

4 1 come with a message of the utmost importance,’ said 
Wogan. 4 1 beg you to inform her Highness that the 
Chevalier Wogan prays for two words with her.’ 

The hatch was closed, and the servant’s footsteps were 
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heard to retreat. Wogan’s anxieties had been increasing 
with every mile of that homeward journey. On his ride 
to Rome he had been sensible of but one obstacle, the 
difficulty of persuading Maria Vittoria to return with him. 
But once that had been removed others sprang to view, 
and each hour enlarged them. There was but this one 
night — this one interview! Upon the upshot of it de- 
pended whether a woman, destined by nature for a queen, 
should set her foot upon the throne-steps ; whether a cause 
should suffer its worst of many eclipses ; whether Europe 
should laugh or applaud. These five minutes while he 
waited outside the door threw him into a fever. ‘You 
will be friendly,’ he implored Mdlle. de Caprara. ‘Oh, 
you cannot but be ! She must marry the King. I plead 
for him, not the least bit in the world for her. For his 
sake, she must complete the work she has begun. She is 
not obstinate, she has her pride as a woman should. You 
will tell her just the truth — of the King’s loyalty and yours. 
Hearts cannot be commanded. Alas, Mademoiselle, it is 
a hard world at the end of it. It is mortised with the 
blood of broken hearts. But duty, Madam, duty, a con- 
sciousness of rectitude, these are very noble qualities. It 
will be a high consolation, madam, one of these days, when 
the King sits upon his throne in England, to think that 
your self-sacrifice had set him there/ And Mr. Wogan 
hopped from one leg to the other, twittering irreproachable 
sentiments until the garden door was opened. 

Beyond the door stretched a level space of grass inter- 
sected by a gravel path. Along this path the servant led 
Wogan and his companion into the house. There were 
lights in the windows on the upper floor, and a small lamp 
illuminated the hall ; but the lower rooms were dark. The 
servant mounted the stairs, and opening the door of a little 
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library announced the Chevalier Wogan. Wogan led his 
companion in by the hand. 

c Your Highness,’ said he, * I have the honour to present 
to you the Princess Maria Vittoria Caprara.’ He left the 
two women standing opposite to and measuring each other 
silently ; he closed the door and went down-stairs into the 
hall. A door in the hall opened on to a small parlour with 
windows to the garden. There, once before, Lady Feather- 
stone and Harry Whittington had spoken of Wogan’s love 
for the Princess Clementina and speculated upon its con- 
sequences. Now Wogan sat there alone in the dark, 
listening to the women’s voices overhead. He had come 
to the end of his efforts and could only wait. At all 
events, the women were talking, that was something; if 
he could only hear them weeping ! The sound of tears 
would have been very comforting to Wogan at that 
moment, but he only heard the low voices talking — 
talking. He assured himself over and over again that 
this meeting could not fail of its due result. That 
Maria Vittoria had exacted some promise which held 
his King in Spain he was now aware. She would say 
what that promise was, the condition of their parting. 
She had come prepared to say it — and the thread of 
Wogan’s reasonings was abruptly cut short. It seemed to 
him that he heard something more than the night breeze 
through the trees, — a sound of feet upon the gravel path, 
a whispering of voices. 

The windows were closed but not shuttered. Wogan 
pressed his eyes to the pane and looked out The night 
was dark and the sky over-clouded. But he had been 
sitting for some minutes in the darkness and his eyes 
were able to prove that his ears had not deceived him. 
For he saw the dim figures of two men standing on the 
T 
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lawn before the window. They appeared to be looking 
at the lighted windows on the upper floor; then one of 
them waved to his companion to stand still, and himself 
walked towards the door. Wogan noticed that he made 
no attempt at secrecy; he walked with a firm tread, 
careless whether he set his foot on gravel or on grass. 
As this man approached the door Wogan slipped into 
the hall and opened it. But he blocked the doorway, 
wondering whether these men had climbed the wall or 
whether O'Toole had deserted his post. 

****** * 

O'Toole had not deserted his post, but he had none 
the less admitted these two men. For Wogan and Maria 
Vittoria had barely been ten minutes within the house 
when O'Toole heard the sound of horses' hoofs in the 
entrance of the alley. They stopped just within the 
entrance. O'Toole distinguished three horses, he saw 
the three riders dismount, and while one of the three 
held the horses the other two walked on foot towards 
the postern-door. 

O’Toole eased his sword in its scabbard. 

‘The little fellows thought to catch Charles Wogan 
napping,’ he said to himself with a smile, and he let them 
come quite close to him. He was standing motionless in 
the embrasure of the door, nor did he move when the 
two men stopped and whispered together, nor when they 
advanced again one behind the other. But he remarked 
that they held their cloaks to their faces. At last they 
came to a halt just in front of O'Toole. The leader 
produced a key. 

‘You stand in my way, my friend,' said he pleasantly, 
and he pushed by O’Toole to the lock of the door. 



MARIA VITTORIA REAPPEARS 291 

O’Toole put out a hand, caught him by the shoulder, 
and sent him spinning into the road. The man came 
back, however, and, though out of breath, spoke no less 
pleasantly than before. 

‘ I wish to enter,’ said he. ‘ I have important business.’ 

O’Toole bowed with the utmost dignity. 

‘ Romanus civis sum ,’ said he. * Sum Senator , too. Die 
Latinam linguam , , amicus mens 

O’Toole drew a breath ; he could not but feel that he 
had acquitted himself with credit. He half began to 
regret that there was to be a learned professor to act as 
proxy on that famous day at the Capitol. His antagonist 
drew back a little and spoke no longer pleasantly. 

‘Here’s tomfoolery that would be as seasonable at a 
funeral,’ said he, and he advanced again, still hiding his 
face. ‘Sir, you are blocking my way. I have authority 
to pass through that door in the wall.’ 

i MurusV asked O’Toole. He shook his head in 
refusal. 

‘And by what right do you refuse me?’ 

O’Toole had an inspiration. He swept his arm proudly 
round and gave the reason of his refusal. * Balbus czdifica- 
bat murumj said he, and a voice that made O’Toole 
start cried, ‘Enough of this. Stand aside, whoever you 
may be.’ 

It was the second of the two men who spoke, and he 
dropped the cloak from his face. ‘ The King ! ’ exclaimed 
O’Toole, and he stood aside. The two men passed into 
the garden and Wogan saw them from the window. 

******* 

Just as O’Toole had blocked the King’s entrance into 
the garden, so did Wogan bar his way into the house. 
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£ Who, in Heaven’s name, are you ? ’ cried the Chevalier. 

c Nay, there’s a question for me to ask,’ said Wogan. 

‘ Wogan ! ’ cried the Chevalier, and ‘ the King ! 9 cried 
Wogan, in one breath. 

Wogan fell back ; the Chevalier pushed into the hall and 
turned. 

‘ So it is true. I could not, did not, believe it. I came 
from Spain to prove it false. I find it true,’ he said in a 
low voice. ‘You, whom I so trusted! God help me; 
where shall I look for honour ? 9 

‘Here, your Majesty,’ answered Wogan, without an 
instant’s hesitation, ‘here, in this hall. There, in the 
rooms above. Not outside on the lawn.’ 

He had seized the truth in the same second when he 
recognised his King, and the King’s first words had left 
him in no doubt. He knew now why he had never found 
Harry Whittington in any corner of Bologna. Harry 
Whittington had been riding to Spain with certain stories 
for the King’s ear. 

The Chevalier laughed harshly. 

‘Sir, I suspect honour which needs such barriers to 
protect it. You are here, in this house, at this hour, with 
a sentinel to forbid intrusion at the garden door. Explain 
me this honourably.’ 

‘ I had the honour to escort a visitor to her Highness, 
and I wait until the visit is at an end.’ 

‘What? Can you not better that excuse?’ said the 
Chevalier. ‘ A visitor ! We will make acquaintance, 
Mr. Wogan, with your visitor, unless you have another 
sentinel to bar my way,’ and he put his foot upon the step 
of the stairs. 

‘I beg your Majesty to pause,’ said Wogan firmly. 
‘Your thoughts wrong me, and not only me.’ 
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4 Prove me that ! ’ 

4 I say boldly, 44 Here is a servant who loves his Queen ! ” 
What then ? 1 

4 This ! That you should say, did you speak the truth, 
“Here is a man who loves a woman — loves her so well 
he gives his friends the slip and with the woman comes 
alone to Peri. 1 

* Ah ! To Peri ! So I thought,’ began Wogan, and the 
Chevalier whispered : 4 Silence ! You raise your voice too 
high. You, no doubt, are anxious in your great respect 
that there should be some intimation of my coming. But 
I dispense with ceremony. I will meet this fine visitor of 
yours at once,’ and he ran lightly up the stairs. 

Then Wogan did a bold thing. He followed, he sprang 
past the King, he turned at the stair-top and barred the 
way. 

4 Sir, I beg you to listen to me,’ he said quietly. 

4 Beg ! ’ said the Chevalier, leaning back against the wall, 
with his dark eyes blazing from a white face, 4 you insist.’ 

4 Your Majesty will yet thank me for my insistence.’ 
He drew a pocket-book out of his coat. 4 At Peri in Italy 
we were attacked by five soldiers sent over the border by 
the Governor of Trent. Who guided those five soldiers ? 
Your Majesty’s confidant and friend who is now, I thank 
God, waiting in the garden. Here is the written confession 
of the leader of the five. I pray your Majesty to read it.’ 

Wogan held out the paper. The Chevalier hesitated 
and took it. Then he read it once and glanced at it again. 
He passed his hand over his forehead. 

4 Whom shall I trust ? ’ said he in a voice of weariness. 

4 What honest errand was taking Whittington to Peri?’ 
asked Wogan, and again the Chevalier read a piece here 
and there of the confession. Wogan pressed his advantage. 
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4 Whittington is not the only one of Walpole’s men who has 
hoodwinked us the while he filled his pockets. There are 
others, one at all events, who did not need to travel to 
Spain for an ear to poison, 7 and he leaned forward towards 
the Chevalier. 

* What do you mean ? 7 asked the Chevalier in a startled 
voice. 

4 Why, sir, that the same sort of venomous story breathed 
to you in Spain has been spoken here in Bologna, only 
with altered names. I told your Majesty I brought a 
visitor to this house to-night. I did ; there was need I 
should, since the marriage is fixed for to-morrow. I brought 
my visitor all the way from Rome. 7 

‘From Rome? 7 exclaimed the Chevalier. 

‘Yes, 7 and Wogan flung open the door of the library, 
and drawing himself up announced in his loudest voice, 

4 The King! 7 

A loud cry came through the opening. It was not 
Clementina 7 s voice which uttered it. The Chevalier recog- 
nised the cry. He stood for a moment or two looking at 
Wogan. Then he stepped over the threshold, and Wogan 
closed the door behind him. But before he closed it he 
heard Maria Vittoria speak. She said — 

4 Your Majesty, a long while ago when you bade me 
farewell I demanded of you a promise, which I have but 
this moment explained to the Princess, who now deigns to 
call me friend. Your Majesty has broken the promise. 
I had no right to demand it. I am very glad. 7 

Wogan went down-stairs. He could leave the three of 
them shut up in that room to come by a fitting under- 
standing. Besides, there was other work for him below, 
work of a simple kind to which he had now for some 
weeks looked forward. He crept down the stairs very 
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stealthily. The hall door was still open. He could see 
dimly the figure of a man standing on the grass. 

******* 

When the Chevalier came down into the garden an hour 
afterwards a man was still standing on the grass. The 
man advanced to him. ‘ Who is it ? ’ asked the Chevalier, 
drawing back. The voice which answered him was Wogan’s. 

c And Whittington ? ’ 

‘Will your Majesty be pleased to follow me?’ 

There was a gravity in Wogan’s voice which chilled the 
Chevalier. He followed Wogan without a word over the 
open plot of grass before the windows. At the far side a 
little gravel path wound amongst bushes. Wogan led the 
way along it towards the bottom of the garden, and with 
every step the Chevalier’s apprehensions grew. 

‘You have done him no hurt, Mr. Wogan/ he said, 
and Wogan stepped from the gravel on to a small square 
of lawn hedged in with myrtle trees. 

‘ I beg your Majesty to follow close in my steps/ said 
he in a low voice. 

The Chevalier had come straight from a lighted room. 
His eyes were as yet unaccustomed to the darkness. But 
it seemed to him that he saw something white lying on the 
ground at the opposite end of the lawn. He craned his 
head forward to see the more clearly, and stepped upon 
something which rolled under his foot and nearly threw 
him down. 

‘What is that?* he cried, starting back. What with 
Wogan’s gravity and silence, his own apprehensions, and 
the dark night, he was in a mood to be easily startled. 
He was not reassured by Wogan’s answer. Wogan stooped 
to the ground and said — 
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‘ It is a sword. True, I had forgotten it/ and he picked 
up the sword and carried it under his arm. It was not his 
own sword, which swung in the scabbard at his side. 

‘I beg your Majesty to tread carefully/ said he, and the 
sole of his boot rang upon metal. 

‘Another sword ?’ exclaimed the Chevalier. Wogan 
turned to him, ‘ No, sir, this time it is a spade. I beg you 
to tread close upon my heels. For the spade has been 
used.’ 

The Chevalier felt the hair lifting upon his scalp. 
Wogan turned towards the myrtle hedge and stopped, 
facing it, and almost touching it. The Chevalier stopped 
too. 

‘At your feet, Sir/ said Wogan, ‘underneath this hedge, 
lies an open grave.’ 

‘ An empty grave/ exclaimed the Chevalier. 

‘True, sir, open and empty/ and the Chevalier drew a 
breath of relief. ‘ But it will be neither for very long if 
justice be done. The spade lies upon the grass, and under- 
neath that tree, where the white shows, lies Whittington.’ 

‘Dead*’ 

‘ No Sir, merely stripped to his shirt for the convenience 
of fighting on a black night. I am in the like case/ Wogan 
pulled aside his cloak, and, advancing to Whittington, 
stooped over him, took a handkerchief from his mouth, and 
cut a rope which bound his legs. 

‘Up with you !’ said Wogan, ‘here’s your master if not 
your King. Faith, you are stiff. It comes of lying in the 
dew. But there ’s a bed of clay handy for you under the 
myrtles.’ 

‘No/ said the Chevalier, and laying a hand upon 
Wogan’s shoulder he drew him away. Whittington stood 
up, and the Chevalier spoke to him shortly and to the 
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point. He used no reproaches, no arguments. He said 
simply : ‘ You will return to England, and by sea from the 
nearest port of Italy. One of my servants will set you on 
board the first ship that sails. It ’s a strange thing that the 
country where my enemies are safest is my own country of 
England, but it is so. Here, at all events, I have power 
to get treachery fitly punished. Return to France, to 
Italy, there’s a prison waiting for you. See to him, 
Wogan,’ and the Chevalier turned on his heel and walked 
back towards the house. 

Wogan loosened Whittington’s hands and led him to the 
gate where O’Toole still stood on guard. Whittington 
made no resistance. He knew that the Chevalier need 
only lift a finger and a prison would have him safe for all 
his life. 

‘Lucius,’ said Wogan, ‘here’s the very worst kind of a 
traitor ever bred. Will you keep your eyes on him for 
to-night if you please? Take him away with you to- 
morrow and ship him off to England. Don’t let him out of 
your sight till he ’s on board, and the anchor dripping at 
the bows.’ With that he went back into the garden. The 
Chevalier was within the house, and Wogan waited for a 
little while upon the lawn, watching the lighted lamp in the 
room above until he came down with Maria Vittoria. 

‘ Whittington ? ’ said the Chevalier. 

‘ He will not trouble your Majesty,’ said Wogan. 

The Chevalier held out his hand to Wogan. ‘I have 
good reason to thank you,’ said he. The two men escorted 
the Princess Caprara to the ‘Pilgrim’ Inn. She had 
spoken no word during the walk, but as she turned in the 
doorway of the inn the light struck upon her face and 
showed that her eyes glistened. To the Chevalier she said, 

‘ I wish you, my lord, all happiness and the boon of a great 
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love. With all my heart I wish it,’ and as he bowed over 
her hand she looked across his shoulder to Wogan. 

‘ I will bid you farewell to-morrow/ she said with a smile, 
and the Chevalier explained her saying afterwards as they 
accompanied him to his lodging. 

‘Mdlle. de Caprara will honour us with her presence 
to-morrow. You will still act as my proxy, Wogan. I am 
not yet returned from Spain. I wish no questions or talk 
about this evening’s doings. Your big friend will remember 
that ? 9 

‘My friend, sir/ said Wogan, ‘who was with me at Inn- 
spruck, is Captain Lucius O’Toole of Dillon’s regiment/ 

1 Et Senator , too/ said the Chevalier with a laugh, and 
he added a friendly word or two which Wogan carried 
straightway to O’Toole’s lodging. ‘And Whittington?’ he 
asked when he had ended. 

‘ I have him safe under lock and key and a closed carriage 
ordered for six in the morning.’ 

Wogan rose and held out his hand. 

‘ We will drink a glass together/ said O’Toole, ‘ for God 
knows when we speak together again. I go to Leghorn to- 
morrow, to Schlestadt afterwards.’ 

‘Ah, you go back/ said Wogan. ‘Let us rouse Gaydon/ 

‘ Gaydon went three days ago/ 

‘Ah! And Misset is with his wife. Here are we all 
once more scattered, and, as you say, God knows when we 
shall speak together again/ 

O’Toole remarked that his voice had a strange, sad note 
of melancholy. 

‘My friend/ said he, ‘you have the black fit upon you; 
you are plainly discouraged. Yet to-night sees the labour 
of many months brought to its due close/ and as he lit the 
candles on his chimney he was quite amazed by the white, 
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tired face which the light showed to him. Wogan, indeed, 
harassed by misgivings and worn with many vigils, pre- 
sented a sufficiently woe-begone picture. The effect was 
heightened by the disorder of his clothes, which were all 
daubed with clay in a manner quite surprising to O’Toole, 
who knew the ground to be dry underfoot. 

‘True,’ anwered Wogan, ‘the work ends to-night. 
Months ago I rode down this street in the early morning, 
and with what high hopes ! The work ends to-night, and 
may God forgive me for a meddlesome fellow 1 Cup and 
ball ’s a fine'game, but it is ill playing it with women’s hearts,’ 
and he broke off suddenly. ‘ I ’ll give you a toast, Lucius ! 
“Here’s to the Princess Clementina,”’ and draining his 
glass he stood for a while lost in the recollection of that 
flight from Innspruck ; he was far away from Bologna, 
thundering down the Brenner through the night, with the 
sparks striking from the wheels of the berlin, and all about 
him a glimmering, shapeless waste of snow. 

‘ To the Princess — no, to the Queen she was born to be,’ 
cried O’Toole, and Wogan sprang at him. 

‘You saw that,’ he exclaimed, his eyes lighting, his face 
transfigured in the intensity of this moment’s relief. ‘ Ay, 
to love a nation, that is her high destiny. For others a 
husband, a man, for her a nation. And you saw it ! It 
is evident, to be sure. Yet this or that thing she did, this 
or that word she spoke, assured you, eh? Tell me 
what proved to you here was no mere woman but a 
queen ! ’ 

The morning had dawned before Wogan had had his fill. 
O’Toole was very well content to see his friend’s face once 
more quivering like a boy’s with pleasure, to hear him laugh, 
to watch the despondency vanish from his aspect. ‘ There ’s 
another piece of good news,’ he said at the end, ‘which I 
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had almost forgotten to tell you. Jenny and the Princess's 
mother are happily set free. It seems Jenny swore from 
daybreak to daybreak, and the Pope used his kindliest 
offices, and for those two reasons the Emperor was glad to 
let them go. But there 's a question I would like to ask 
you. One little matter puzzles me ' 

‘Ask your question/ said Wogan. 

‘You have a deal of clay upon your clothes. Yet the 
night is fine, and the ground not miry.' 

‘Ah/ said Wogan, as he stood up, with a strange smile 
upon his Ups, ‘I have a deal of clay upon my clothes. 
There was never a gravedigger but bore the signs of his 
trade.' 

O’Toole nodded his head wisely once or twice. ‘ I am 
answered/ he said. ‘ Is it indeed so ? ' He understood, 
however, nothing except that the room had suddenly grown 
cold.' 
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CHAPTER XXV 

THE LAST 

A N account remains of the marriage ceremony, which 
took place the next morning in Cardinal Origo’s Palace. 
It was of the simplest kind and was witnessed by few; 
Murray, Misset and his wife, and Maria Vittoria de Caprara 
made the public part of the company ; Wogan stood for 
the King, and the Marquis of Monti Boulorois for James 
Sobieski, the bride’s father. Bride and bridegroom played 
their parts bravely and well, one must believe, for the 
chronicler speaks of their grace and modesty of bearing. 
Clementina rose at five in the morning, dressed herself in 
a robe of white, tied a white ribbon about her hair, and for 
her only ornament fixed a white collar of pearls about her 
neck. In this garb she went at once to the church of San 
Domenico, where she made her confession, and from the 
church to the Cardinal's Palace. There the Cardinal with 
one Maas, an English priest from Rome, at his elbow, was 
already waiting for her in the sala Farnese. Mr. Wogan 
thereupon read the procuration, for which he had ridden to 
Rome in haste so many months before, and pronounced the 
consent of the King, his master, to its terms. Origo asked 
the Princess whether she likewise consented, and the manner 
in which she spoke her one word, * yes,’ seems to have stirred 
the historian to pseans. It seems that all the virtues 
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launched that one little word and were clearly expressed in 
it. The graces, too, for once in a way went hand in hand with 
the virtues. Never was a ‘yes ’ so sweetly spoken since the 
earth rose out of the sea. In a word, there was no ruffle 
of the great passion which these two, man and woman, had 
trodden beneath their feet She did not hint of Iphigenia, 
he borrowed no plumes from Don Quixote. Nor need one 
fancy that their contentment was all counterfeit. They 
were neither of them grumblers, and ‘fate’ and * destiny ’ 
were words seldom upon their lips. 

One incident, indeed, is related which the chronicler 
thought to be curious though he did not comprehend it. 
The Princess Clementina brought from her confessional 
box a wisp of straw which clung to her dress at the knee. 
Until Wogan had placed the King’s ring upon her finger 
she did not apparently remark it, but no sooner had that 
office been performed than she stooped, and with a friendly 
smile at her makeshift bridegroom, she plucked it from 
her skirt and let it fall beneath her foot. 

And that was all. No words passed between them after 
the ceremony, for Her Royal Highness went straight back 
to the little house in the garden and that same forenoon 
set out for Rome. 

She was not the only witness of the ceremony to take 
that road that day. For some three hours later — to be 
precise, at half-past two — Maria Vittoria stepped into her 
coach before the ‘ Pilgrim 9 Inn. Wogan held the carriage 
door open for her. He was still in the bravery of his 
wedding clothes, and Maria Vittoria looked him over 
whimsically from the top of his peruke to his shoe- 
buckles. 

‘I came to see a fool- woman,’ said she, ‘and I saw a 
fool-man. Well, well!’ and she suddenly lowered her 
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voice to a passionate whisper. ‘ Why, oh why did you not 
take your fortunes in your hands at Peri? ’ 

Wogan leaned forward to her. ‘Do you know so 
much ? ’ 

She answered him quickly. ‘ I will never forgive you. 
Yes, I know.’ She forced her lips into a smile. ‘ I sup- 
pose you are content. You have your black horse.’ 

‘You know of the horse, too,’ said Wogan, colouring to 
the edge of his peruke. ‘You know I have no further any 
use for it.’ 

‘Say that again, and I will beg it of you.’ 

‘ Nay, it is yours, then. I will send him after you to 
Rome/ 

‘ Will you ? ’ said Maria Vittoria. * Why, then, I accept. 
There’s my hand,’ and she thrust it through the window to 
him. ‘If ever you come to Rome, the Caprara Palace 
stands where it did your last visit. I do not say you will 
be welcome. No, I do not forgive you, but you may 
come. Having your horse, I could hardly bar the door 
against you. So you may come/ 

Wogan raised her hand to his lips. 

*Ay,’ said she with a touch of bitterness, ‘kiss my 
hand. You have had your way. Here are two people 
cross-mated, and two others not mated at all. You have 
made four people entirely unhappy, and a kiss on the glove 
sets all right/ 

‘ Nay, not four,’ protested Wogan. 

‘Your manners,’ she continued remorselessly, ticking off 
the names upon her fingers, * will hinder you from telling 
me to my face the King is happy. And the Princess ? ’ 

‘ She was born to be a queen,’ replied Wogan stubbornly. 
‘Happiness, madam! It does not come by the striving 
after it. That’s the royal road to miss it. You may build 
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up your house of happiness with all your care through 
years, and you will find you have only built it up to draw 
down the blinds and hang out the hatchment above the 
door, for the tenant to inhabit it is dead/ 

Maria Vittoria listened very seriously till he came to the 
end. Then she made a pouting grimace. c That is very 
fine and moral and poetical. Your princess was bom to 
be a queen. But what if her throne is set up only in your 
city of dreams ? Well, it is some consolation to know that 
you are one of the four/ 

‘ Nay, I will make a shift not to plague myself upon the 
way the world treats me/ 

*Ah, but because it treats you well/ cried she, with a 
sudden envy. ‘ There will be work for you, hurryings to and 
fro, the opportunities of excelling, nights in the saddle, and 
perhaps again the quick red life of battlefields. It is well 
with you, but what of me, Mr. Wogan ? What of me ? 7 and 
she leaned back in her carriage and drove away. Wogan 
had no answer to that despairing question. He stood with 
his head bared till the carriage passed round a comer and 
disappeared, but the voice rang for a long while in his 
ears. And for a long while the dark eyes abrim with tears, 
and the tortured face, kept him company at nights. He 
walked slowly back to his lodging, and mounting a horse 
rode out of Bologna and towards the Apennines. 

On one of the lower slopes he came upon a villa just 
beyond a curve of the road and reined in his horse. The 
villa nestled on the hillside below him in a terraced garden 
of oleanders and magnolias, very pretty to the eye. Cypress 
hedges enclosed it, the spring had made it a bower of rose 
blossoms and depths of shade out of whose green darkness 
glowed here and there a red statue like a tutelary god. 
Wogan dismounted and led his horse down the path to the 
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door. He inquired for Lady Featherstone, and was shown 
into a room from the windows of which he looked down 
on Bologna, that city of colonnades. Lady Featherstone, 
however, had heard the tramp of his horse; she came 
running up from the garden, and without waiting to hear 
any particulars of her visitor burst eagerly into the room. 

‘Well?’ she said, and stopped and swayed upon the 
threshold. Wogan turned from the window towards her. 

‘Your ladyship was wise, I think, to leave Bologna. 
The little house in the trees there had no such wide 
prospect as this.’ 

He spoke rather to give her time than out of any 
sarcasm. She set a hand against the jamb of the door, 
and, even so, barely sustained her trifling weight. Her 
knees shook, her childlike face grew white as paper; a 
gieat terror glittered in her eyes. 

*1 am not the visitor whom you expect/ continued 
Wogan, ‘ nor do I bring the news which you would wish to 
hear/ and at that she raised a trembling hand. ‘ I beg 
you — a moment's silence. Then I will hear you, Mr. 
Warner.' She made a sort of stumbling run and reached 
a couch. Wogan shut the door and waited. He was 
glad that she had used the name of Warner. It recalled 
to him that evening at Ohlau when she had stood behind 
the curtain with a stiletto in her hand, and the three last 
days of his perilous ride to Schlestadt. He needed hii* 
most vivid recollections to steel his heart against her, for 
he was beginning to think it was his weary lot to go up 
and down the world causing pain to women. After a 
while she said : ‘Now your news/ and she held her hand 
tightly against her heart to await the blow. 

‘ The King married this morning by proxy the Princess 
Clementina/ said Wogan. Lady Featherstone did not move 
U 
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her hand, she still waited. It was just to hinder this 
marriage that she had come to Italy, but her failure was 
at this moment of no account. She heard of it with 
indifference; it had no meaning to her. She waited. 
Wogan’s mere presence at the villa told her there was 
more to come. He continued. 

‘Last night Mr. Whittington came with the King to 
Bologna — you understand, no doubt, why' — and she 
nodded without moving her eyes from his face. She 
made no pretence as to the part she had played in the 
affair. All the world might know it. That was a matter 
at this moment of complete indifference. She waited. 

‘The King and Mr. Whittington came at nine of the 
night to the little house which you once occupied. I was 
there, but I was not there alone. Can your ladyship con- 
jecture whom I brought there? Your ladyship, as I 
learned last night from Mr. Whittington’s own lips, had 
paid a visit secretly, using a key which you had retained, 
on an excuse that you had left behind jewels of some 
value. You saw her Highness the Princess. You told 
her a story of the King and Mdlle. de Caprara. I rode 
to Rome, and when the King came last night Mdlle. de 
Caprara was with the Princess. I had evidence against 
Mr. Whittington, a confession of one of the soldiers of the 
Governor of Trent, the leader of a party of five who 
attacked me at Peri. No doubt you know of that little 
matter too,’ and again Lady Featherstone nodded. 

‘Thus your double plot — to set the King against the 
Princess, and the Princess against the King — doubly 
failed.’ 

‘Go on/ said Lady Featherstone, moistening her dry 
lips. Wogan told her how from the little sitting-room on 
the ground floor he had seen the King and Whittington 
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cross the lawn ; he described his interview with the King, 
and how he had come quietly down the stairs. 

* I went into the garden/ he went on, ‘and touched 
Whittington on the elbow. I told him just what I have 
explained to you. I said, “You are a coward, a liar, a 
slanderer of women,” and I beat him on the mouth/ 

Lady Featherstone uttered a cry and drew herself into 
an extraordinary crouching attitude, with her eyes blazing 
steadily at him. He thought she meant to spring at him, 
he looked at that hand upon her heart to see whether it 
held a weapon hidden in the fold of her bosom. 

‘ Go on/ she said, * and he ? ’ 

‘ He answered me in the strangest, quiet way imaginable. 
“ You insulted Lady Featherstone at Ohlau, Mr. Wogan,” 
said he, “ one evening when she hid behind your curtain. 
It was a delicate piece of drollery, no doubt But I shall 
be glad to show you another view of it.” It is strange how 
that had rankled in his thoughts. I liked him for it, upon 
my soul I did, though it was the only thing I liked in him/ 

‘Go on/ said Lady Featherstone. Mr. Wogan’s likes 
or dislikes were of no more interest to her than the failure 
of her effort to hinder the marriage. 

* We went to the bottom of the garden where there is a 
little square of lawn hedged in with myrtle trees. The 
night was very dark, so we stripped to our shirts. From 
the waist upwards we were visible to each other as a vague 
glimmer of white, and thus we fought, foot to foot, among 
the myrtle trees. We could not see so much as our swords 
unless they clashed more than usually hard, and a spark 
struck from them. We fought by guesswork and feel, and 
in the end luck served me. I disarmed him. He ran in 
at once under my guard and grappled me about the waist. 
I could not, Madam, but protect myself/ 
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Lady Featherstone rose to her feet. She spoke no word, 
she uttered no cry ; her face was white and terrible. She 
stood rigid like one paralysed, then she said in a whisper, 
‘You killed him!’ and, swaying round, fell in a swoon 
upon the floor. And as she fell something bright slipped 
from her hand and dropped at Wogan’s feet. He picked 
it up. It was a stiletto. He stood looking down at the 
childish figure with a queer compassionate smile upon his 
face. ‘She could love/ said he, ‘yes, she could love. 
He sprinkled some water upon her face and lifted her on 
to a couch. In a moment or two she opened her eyes. 
* Killed him ? 9 said Wogan, with a laugh. * No, nor indeed 
hurt him, to any degree. The merest little tap upon the 
head with the hilt of my sword that dazed him while I 
made him fast. The Kang set him free an hour later on 
condition that he returned to England. He is already on 
his way to Leghorn with Captain O’Toole.’ 

The colour came back into her face. She sat staring at 
Mr. Wogan. ‘To Leghorn/ she said vaguely. ‘Ah, to 
Leghorn. 7 She rose to her feet and stumbled to the door. 
‘To Leghorn/ she repeated, and went out. With each 
repetition of the phrase her voice had strengthened. It 
seemed the words were a sufficient remedy for her weak- 
ness, and as Wogan took up his hat, he heard her up the 
stairs calling hurriedly for her maids. 

He walked out of the house, led his horse back on to 
the road and mounted it. The night was gathering, there 
were purple shadows upon the Apennines. Wogan rode 
away alone. 
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EPILOGUE 

CIR CHARLES WOGAN had opportunities enough 
^ to appreciate in later years the accuracy of Maria 
Vittoria’s prophecy. ‘Here are two people cross-mated/ 
said she, and events bore her out. The jealousies of 
courtiers no doubt had their share in the estrangement of 
that unhappy couple, but that was no consolation to Wogan, 
who saw, within so short a time of that journey into Italy, 
James separated from the chosen woman, and the chosen 
woman herself seeking the seclusion of a convent. As 
his reward he was made Governor of La Mancha in Spain, 
and no place could have been found with associations 
more suitable to this Irishman who turned his back upon 
his fortunes at Peri. At La Mancha he lived for many 
years, writing a deal of Latin verse, and corresponding 
with many distinguished men in England upon matters 
of the intellect. Matters of the heart he left alone, and 
meddled with no more. Nor did any woman ever ride 
on his black horse into his city of dreams. He lived 
and died a bachelor. The memory of that week when 
he had rescued his Princess and carried her through 
the snows was to the last too vivid in his thoughts. 
The thunderous roll of the carriage down the slopes, the 
sparks striking from the wheels, the sound of Clementina's 
voice singing softly in the darkness of the carriage, 
the walk under the stars to Ala, the coming of the dawn 
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about that lonely hut, high-placed amongst the pines — these 
recollections, one may think, bore him company through 
many a solitary evening. Somehow the world had gone 
awry. Clementina, withdrawn into her convent, was, after 
all, ‘wasted,’ as he had sworn she should not be. James 
was fallen upon a deeper melancholy, and diminished 
hopes. He himself was an exile alone in his white patio 
in Spain. In only one point was Maria Vittoria’s prophecy 
at fault. She had spoken of two who were to find no 
mates, and one of the two was herself. She married five 
years later. 


THE END 


Printed by T. and A. Constable, (late) Printers to Her Majesty 
at the Edinburgh University Press 
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original series of illustrations. The scattered remains preserved in Europe and 
the United States have been put together accurately to show the varied forms of 
the animals. The book is a natural history of these extinct which flew 

by means of a single finger. 
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Theology 

REGNUM DEI. The Bampton Lectures of 1901. By A. 
Robertson, D.D., Principal of King’s College, London. Demy 
8m 125. 6 d. net . 

This book is an endeavour to ascertain the meaning of the * Kingdom of God ’ in its 
original prominence^ in the teaching of Christ. It reviews historically the main 
interpretations of this centraHdea in the successive phases of Christian tradition and 
life. Special attention is given to the sense in which St. Augustine identified 
the Church with the Kingdom of God. The later lectures follow out the alter- 
native ideas of the Church, and of its relation to civil society which the Middle 
Ages and more recent types of Christian thought have founded upon alternative 
conceptions of the Kingdom of God. 

OLD TESTAMENT HISTORY. By G. W. Wade, D.D. 
With Maps. Crown 8m 6s. 

This book presents a connected account of the Hebrew people during the period 
covered by the Old Testament ; and has been drawn up from the Scripture records 
in accordance with the methods of historical criticism. The text of the Bible has 
been studied in the light thrown upon it by the best modern commentators ; but 
the reasons for the conclusions stated are not left to be sought for in the com- 
mentaries, but are discussed in the course of the narrative. Much attention has 
been devoted to tracing the progress of religion amongst the Hebrews, and the 
book, which is furnished with maps, is further adapted to the needs of theological 
students by the addition of geographical notes, tables, and a full index. 

THE AGAPE AND THE EUCHARIST. By J. F. Keating, 
D. D. Crown 8m 3 s. 6d. 

THE IMITATION OF CHRIST. A Revised Translation, with 
an Introduction, by C. Bigg, D.D., Canon of Christ Church. 
With Frontispiece. Crown 8m 35. 6d. 

A new edition, carefully revised and set in large type, of Dr. Bigg’s well-known 

version. 

©$forb Commentaries 

General Editor, Walter Lock, D.D., Warden of Keble College, Dean 
Ireland’s Professor of Exegesis in the University of Oxford. 

THE ACTS OF THE APOSTLES : With Introduction and 
Notes by R. B. Rackham, M. A. Demy 8m izs. 6d. 

Gbe Gbutcbman's library 

General Editor, J. H. BURN, B.D., Examining Chaplain to the 
Bishop of Aberdeen. 

THE OLD TESTAMENT AND THE NEW SCHOLAR- 
SHIP. By J. W. Peters, D.D. Crown 8m 6s . 

COMPARATIVE RELIGION. By J. A. MacCullock. 
Crown 8m 

THE CHURCH OF CHRIST. By E. T. Green. Crown Zvo. 

A POPULAR INTRODUCTION TO THE OLD TESTA- 
MENT. Edited by A. M. Mackay. Crown 8m 
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Cbe Churchman's 3BMe 

General Editor, J. H. BURN, B.D. 

Messrs, Methuen are issuing a series of expositions upon most of the 
books of the Bible. The volumes will be practical and devotional, and the 
text of the authorised version is explained in sections, which will correspond 
as far as possible with the Church Lectionary. 

ISAIAH- Edited by W. E. Barnes, D.D,, Fellow of Peter- 
house, Cambridge. Two Volumes . 2s. net each . 

THE EPISTLE OF ST. PAUL THE APOSTLE TO THE 
EPHESIANS. Edited by G. H. Whitaker, is. 6d. net. 

ftbe Xfbrarg of Demotion 

Pott Svo, cloth , 2 s. ; leather , 2s, 6d. net . 

f This series is excellent.’ — The Bishop of London. 

‘Very delightful ’—The Bishop of Bath and Wells. 

* Well worth the attention of the Clergy.’— The Bishop op Lichfield. 

‘ The new “Library of Devotion ” is excellent.’ — The Bishop of Peterborough. 

* Charming. '-—Record. * Delightful.’ — Church Bells „ 

THE THOUGHTS OF PASCAL. Edited with an Introduction 
and Notes by C. S. Jerram, M.A. 

ON THE LOVE OF GOD. By St. Francis de Sales. Edited 
by W. J. Knox- Little, M.A. 

A MANUAL OF CONSOLATION FROM THE SAINTS 
AND FATHERS. Edited by J. H. Burn, B.D. 

THE SONG OF SONGS. Being Selections from St. Bernard. 
Edited by B. Blaxland, M.A. 

Xeabet s oflRell^ion 

Edited by H. C. BEECHING, M.A. With Portraits, Crown Svo. 3 s 6d. 

A series of short biographies of the most prominent leaders of religious 
life and thought of all ages and countries, 

BISHOP BUTLER. By W. A. Spooner, M.A., Fellow of New 
College, Oxford, 


Educational Books 


COMMERCIAL EDUCATION IN THEORY AND PRAC- 
TICE. By E. E. Whitfield, M.A. Crown Svo. 5 *. 

. An introduction t° Methuen’s Commercial Series treating the question of Commercial 
Education fully from both the point of view of the teacher and of the parent 

EASY GREEK EXERCISES. By C. G. Botting, M.A- Crown 
Svo. 2s. 


GERMAN VOCABULARIES FOR REPETITION. By 
Sophie Wright. Fcap. Svo. is. 6d. 
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THE WORLD OUTSIDE THE BRITISH EMPIRE: A 

Commercial Geography. By F. C. Boon. Crown 8vo. 

JUNIOR EXAMINATION SERIES. Edited by 
A. M. M. Stedman, M.A. Fcap. 8 vo. is. 

French Examination Papers. By F. Jacob, B.A. 

Latin Examination Papers. By C. G. Botting, M.A. 
Algebra Examination Papers. By Austen S. Lester, M.A. 

English Grammar Examination Papers. By W. William- 
son, B.A. 


Fiction 

THE HISTORY OF SIR RICHARD CALMADY: A Romance. 
By Lucas Malet, Author of ‘ The Wages of Sin.’ Crown 8vo. 6s. 

This is the first long and elaborate book by Lucas Malet since ‘ The Wages of Sin.’ 
It is a romance on realistic lines, and will certainly be one of the most important 
novels of the last ten years. 

This novel, the scene of which is laid in the moorland country of the northern 
part of Hampshire, in London, and in Naples, opens in the year of grace 1842. 
The action covers a period of about three and thirty years ; and deals with the 
experiences and adventures of an English country gentleman of an essentially 
normal type of character, subjected — owing to somewhat distressing antecedent cir- 
cumstances — to very abnormal conditions of life. The book is frankly a romance ; 
but it is also frankly a realistic and modem one. 

THE SERIOUS WOOING: A Heart's History. By Mrs. 
Craigie (John Oliver Hobbes), Author of ‘Robert Orange.’ 
Crown 8vo. 6s. 

LIGHT FREIGHTS. By W. W. Jacobs, Author of ‘Many 
Cargoes.' Illustrated. Crown 8vo. 3 s. 6d. 

A volume of stories by Mr. Jacobs uniform in character and appearance with c Many 
Cargoes.’ 

CLEMENTINA. By A. E. W. Mason, Author of ‘The Courtship 
of Morrice Buckler,’ ‘Miranda of the Balcony,’ etc. Illustrated. 
Crown 8vo 6s. 

A spirited romance of the Jacobites somewhat after the manner of * Morrice Buckler.* 
The Old Pretender is introduced as one of the chief characters. 

A WOMAN ALONE. By Mrs. W. K. Clifford, Author of 
‘Aunt Anne.’ Crown 8vo. 3 s. 6d. 

A volume of stories. 

THE STRIKING HOURS. By Eden Phillpotts, Author of 
* Children of the Mist,’ ‘ Sons of the Morning,’ etc. Crown 8vo . 6s. 
The annals of a Devon village, containing much matter of humorous and pathetic 
interest. 
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FANCY FREE. By Eden Phillpotts, Author of c Children of 
the Mist.’ Illustrated. Crown Svo. 6s. 

A humorous booh. Uniform with * The Human Boy.’ 

TALES OF DUNSTABLE WEIR. By Gwendoline Keats 
(Zack). Author of ‘Life is Life.* With Photogravure Frontis- 
piece by E. F. Hartrick. Crown Svo. 6s. 

A volume of stories after the style of ‘ Zack’s * well-known first book * Life is Life/ 

AN GEL. By Mrs. B. M. Croker. Crown Svo. 6s. 

THE PROPHET OF BERKELEY SQUARE. By Robert 
Hichens, Author of ‘Flames,’ ‘Tongues of Conscience, 9 etc. 
Crown Svo. 6s. 

A new long novel. 

THE ALIEN. By F. F. Montresor, Author of ‘ Into the 
Highways and Hedges.’ Crown Svo. 6s. 

THE EMBARRASSING ORPHAN. By W. E. Norris. 
Illustrated. Crown Svo. 6j. 

ROYAL GEORGIE. By S. Baring Gould, Author of ‘Mehalah.’ 
With eight Illustrations by D. Murray Smith. Crown Svo. 6s. 

FORTUNE’S DARLING. By Walter Raymond, Author 
of ‘ Love and Quiet Life.’ Crown Svo. 6s. 

THE MILLION. By Dorothea Gerard, Author of ‘Lady 
Baby. 9 Crown Svo. 6s. 

FROM THE LAND OF THE SHAMROCK. By Jane 
Barlow, Author of ‘ Irish Idylls. 9 Crown Svo . 6s. 

THE WOOING OF SHEILA. By Grace Rhys. Crown Svo. 

6s. 

RICKERBY’S FOLLY. By Tom Gallon, Author of ‘Kiddy.’ 
Crown 8vo. 6s. 

A GREAT LADY. By Adeline Sergeant, Author of ‘ The 
Story of a Penitent Soul.’ Crown Svo. 6s. 

MARY HAMILTON. By Lord Ernest Hamilton. Crown 
Svo. 6s. 

MASTER OF MEN. By E. Phillips OPPENHEIM. Crown 
Svo . 6s. 

BOTH SIDES OF THE VEIL. By Richard Marsh, Author 
of ‘The Seen and the Unseen.’ Crown Svo. 6s. 

A GALLANT QUAKER. By Mrs. Roberton. Illustrated 
by H. F. Buckland. Crown Svo. 6s » 
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THE THIRTEEN EVENINGS. By George Bartram, 
Author of e The People of Clopton.’ Crown Svo. 6s. 

THE SKIRTS OF HAPPY CHANCE. By H. B. Marriott 
Watson. Illustrated. Crown Svo. 6s. 

A FOOL'S YEAR. By E. H. Cooper, Author of * Mr. Blake of 
Newmarket.' Crown Svo. 6s. 

This book, like most of Mr. Cooper’s novels, is chiefly concerned with sport and 
racing. 

THE YEAR ONE : A Page of the French Revolution. By J. 
Bloundelle Burton, Author of * The Clash of Arms.' Illustrated. 
Crown Svo. 6s. 

THE DEVASTATORS. By Ada Cambridge, Author of ‘ Path 
and Goal. * Crown Svo. 6s. 

THE FORTUNE OF CHRISTINA M‘NAB. By S. Mac- 
Naughton. Crown Svo. 6s. 

JOHN TOPP: Pirate. By Weatherby Chesney. Crown 
Svo. 6s. 


Ube moveltst 

Messrs. Methuen are issuing under the above general title a Monthly 
Series of Novels by popular authors at the price of Sixpence. Each 
Number is as long as the average Six Shilling Novel. 

XXIII. THE HUMAN BOY. Eden Phillpotts. 

XXIV. THE CHRONICLES OF COUNT 

ANTONIO. Anthony Hope. 

XXV. BY STROKE OF SWORD. Andrew Balfour. 

XXVI. KITTY ALONE. S. Baring Gould. 

[ October . 


fl&etbuen’s Sijpenng Xibrars 

A New Series of Copyright Books. 

THE CONQUEST OF LONDON. Dorothea Gerard. 
A VOYAGE OF CONSOLATION. Sara J. Duncan. 
THE MUTABLE MANY. Robert Barr. 
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Poetry 


Rudyard Kipling. BARRACK-ROOM 
BALLADS. By Rudyard Kipling. 
68 tk Thousand, Crown Bvo. 6s. 
Leather, 6s. net. 

* Mr. Kipling’s verse is strong, vivid, full 
of character. . . . Unmistakeable genius 
rings in every line. ’ — Times. 

* The ballads teem with imagination, they 

palpitate with emotion. We read them 
with laughter and tears ; the metres throb 
in our pulses, the cunningly ordered 
words tingle with life ; and if this be not 
poetry, what is ? Pall Mall Gazette. 

Rudyard Kipling. THE SEVEN 
SEAS. By Rudyard Kipling. 
5 jth Thousand. Cr . 8 vo. Buckram , 
gilt top. 6s. Leather , 6s. net. 

* The Empire has found a singer ; it is no 

depreciation of the songs to say that 
statesmen may have, one way or other, 
to take account of them.’— Manchester 
Guardian. 

‘Animated through and through with in- 
dubitable genius.’ — Daily Telegraph. 

“Q.” POEMS AND BALLADS. By 
“ Q.” Crown 8 vo. 3*. 6 d. 

"Q.” GREEN BAYS: Verses and 
Parodies. By “ Q.” Second Edition. 
Crown 8 vo. 3*. 6 d. 


H. Ibsen. BRAND. A Drama by 
Henrik Ibsen. Translated by 
William Wilson. Third Edition. 
Crown 8 vo. 3s. 6d. 

A D. Godley. LYRAFRIVOLA. By 
A. D. Godley, M.A., Fellow of 
Magdalen College, Oxford. Third 
Edition. Pott 8 vo. 2 s. 6d. 

* Combines a pretty wit with remarkably 
neat versification. . . . Every one will 
wish there was more of it.' — Times. 

A. D. Godley. VERSES TO ORDER. 
By A. D. Godley. Crown Bvo. 
2 s. 6d. net. 

J. G. Cordery. THE ODYSSEY OF 
HOMER. A Translation by J. G. 
Cordery. Crown 8 vo. 7s. 6d. 

Herbert Trench. DEIRDRE WED: 
and Other Poems. By Herbert 
Trench. Crown Bvo. 5 s. 

Edgar Wallace. WRIT IN BAR- 
RACKS. By Edgar Wallace. 
Crown Bvo. 3 s. 6d. 


Belles Lettres, Anthologies, etc 


R. L. Stevenson. VAILIMA LET- 
TERS. By Robert Louis Steven- 
son. With an Etched Portrait by 
William Strang. Third Edition . 
Crown Bvo . Buckram, 6s. 

‘A fascinating book.' — Standard. 

‘Unique in Literature .*— Daily Chronicle . 

G.Wyadham. THE POEMS OF WIL- 
LIAM SHAKESPEARE. Edited 


with an Introduction and Notes by 
George Wyndham, M.P. Demy 
Bvo . Buckram , gilt top . tos. 6d. 

This edition contains the * Venus,’ ‘Lucrece,’ 
and Sonnets, and is prefaced with an 
elaborate introduction of over 140 pp. 

‘We have no hesitation in describing Mr. 
George Wyndham’s introduction as a 
masterly piece of criticism, and all who 
love our Elizabethan literature will find a 
very garden of delight in it, '-“Spectator. 
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Edward FitzGerald. THE RUBAI- 
YAT OF OMAR KHAYYAM. 
Translated by Edward FitzGerald. 
With a Commentary by H. M. 
Batson, and a Biography of Omar by 
E. D. Ross. 6 a Also an Edition 
on large paper limited to 50 copies. 

* One of the most desirable of the many re- 

prints of Omar.’ — Glasgow Herald. 

W. E. Henley. ENGLISH LYRICS. 
Selected and Edited by W. E. 
Henley. Crown Svo. Gill top. 

3 a 

‘ It is a body of choice and lovely poetry.’ — 
Birmingham Gazelle. 

Henley and Whibley. A BOOK OF 
ENGLISH PROSE. Collected by 
W. E. Henley and Charles 
Whibley. Crown Svo. Buckram , 
gilt top. 6 s. 

H. C. Beeching. LYRA SACRA : An 
Anthology of Sacred Verse. Edited 
by H. C. Beeching, M.A. Crown 
8 vo. Buckram. 6s. 

‘A charming selection, which maintains a 
lofty standard of excellence.’— Times. 

“Q.” THE GOLDEN POMP. A Pro- 
cession of English Lyrics. Arranged 
by A. T. Quiller Couch. Crown 
Svo. Buckram . 6s. 

W. B. Yeats. AN ANTHOLOGY OF 
IRISH VERSE. Edited by W. B. 
YEATS. Revised and Enlarged 
Edition. Crown Svo. 3s. 6d. 

W. M, Dixon. A PRIMER OF 
TENNYSON. By W. M. Dixon, 
M.A. Cr. 8 vo. 2s. 6d, 

* Much sound and well-expressed criticism. 

The bibliography is a boon. ’ — Speaker. 

W. A. Craigie. A PRIMER OF 
BURNS. By W. A. Craigie. 
Crown Svo. 2 s. 6 d. 

* A valuable addition to tbe literature of the 

poet.’— Times. 


G. W. Steevens. MONOLOGUES OF 
THE DEAD. By G. W. Steevens. 
Foolscap Svo. 3 s. 6d. 

L. Magnus. A PRIMER OF WORDS- 
WORTH. By Laurie Magnus. 
Crown Svo. 2 s. 6d. 

1 A valuable contribution to Wordsworthian 
literature. '—Literature. 

Sterne. THE LIFE AND OPINIONS 
OF TRISTRAM SHANDY. By 
Lawrence Sterne. With an In- 
ti oduction by Charles Whibley, 
and a Portrait. 2 vols. ys. 

Congreve. THE COMEDIES OF 
WILLIAM CONGREVE. With an 
Introduction by G. S. STREET, and 
a Portrait. 2 vols. ys. 

Morier. THE ADVENTURES OF 
HAJJI BABA OF ISPAHAN. By 
James Morier. With an Introduc- 
tion by E. G. Browne, M.A. and a 
Portrait. 2 vols. ys. 

Walton. THE LIVES OF DONNE, 
WOTTON, PIOOKER, HERBERT 
and SANDERSON. By Izaak 
Walton. With an Introduction by 
Vernon Blackburn, and a Por- 
trait. 3 s. 6d '. 

Johnson. THE LIVES OF THE 
ENGLISH POETS. By Samuel 
Johnson, LL.D. With an Intro- 
duction by J. H. Millar, and a Por- 
trait. 3 vols. 10 s. 6d. 

Bums. THE POEMS OF ROBERT 
BURNS. Edited by Andrew Lang 
and W. A. Craigie. With Portrait. 
Second Edition . Demy Svo , gilt top. 
6 s. 

F. Langbridge. BALLADS OF THE 
BRAVE ; Poems of Chivalry, Enter- 
prise, Courage, and Constancy. 
Edited by Rev. F. Langbridge. 
Second Edition . Cr. Svo . 3s. 6d . 
School Edition. 2 s. 6d. 

'The book is full of splendid things,'— 
World. 


Abetbnen’s Stan&arfc 3Llbrarg 


Gibbon. MEMOIRS OF MY LIFE 
AND WRITINGS, By Edward 
Gibbon. Edited, with an Introduc- 
tion and Notes, by G. Birkbeck 
Hill, LL.D. Crown Svo , 6s. 


‘An admirable edition of one of the most 
interesting personal records of a literary 
life. Its notes and its numerous appen- 
dices are a repertory of almost all that 
can be known about Gibbon.’ — Man' 
Chester Guardian . 
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Oitbon. THE DECLINE AND 
FALL OF THE ROMAN EMPIRE. 
By Edward Gibbon. A New Edi- 
tion, Edited with Notes, Appendices, 
and Maps, by J. B. Bury, LL.D., 
Fellow of Trinity College, Dublin, 
lit Seven Volumes . Demy 8vo. Gilt 
top . 8s. 6d. each. Also Cr. 8 vo. 6s. 
each . 

* At last there is an adequate modern edition 
of Gibbon. . . . The best edition the 
nineteenth century, could produce/— 
Manchester Guardian. 

‘A great piece of editing.’ — Academy. 

Gilbert White. THE NATURAL 
HISTORY OF SELBORNE. 
By Gilbert White. Edited by L. C. 
M I ALL, F. R. S. , assisted by W. Warde 
Fowler, M.A. Crown 8 vo. 6s. 

C. G. Crump. THE HISTORY OF 
THE LIFE OF THOMAS ELL- 
WOOD. Edited by C. G. Crump, 
M.A. Crown 8 vo. 6s. 

This edition is the only one which contains 
the complete book as originally pub- 
lished. It contains a long Introduction 
and many Footnotes. 


Dante. LA COMMEDIA DI 
DANTE ALIGHIERI. The Italian 
Text edited by Paget Toynbee, 
M.A. DemyZvo. Gilt top. 8 s.6d. 
Also Crown 8vo. 6s. 

Tennyson. THE EARLY POEMS OF 
ALFRED, LORD TENNYSON, 
Edited, with Notes and an Introduc- 
tion by J. Churton Collins, M.A. 
Crown 8 vo. 6s. 

An elaborate edition of the celebrated 
volume which was published in its 
final and definitive form in 1853. This 
edition contains a long Introduction and 
copious Notes, textual and explanatory. 
It also contains in an Appendix all 
the. Poems which Tennyson afterwards 
omitted. 

Jonathan Swift. THE JOURNAL 
TO STELLA. By Jonathan 
Swift. Edited by G. A. Aitken. 
Crown 8m. 6s. 

Chesterfield. THE LETTERS OF 
LORD CHESTERFIELD TO HIS 
SON. Edited, with an Introduction 
by C. Strachey, and Notes by A. 
Calthrop. Two Volumes. Crown 
8vo. 6s. each. 


Z be TKHorfts of Shakespeare 

General Editor, Edward Dowden, Litt.D. 

Messrs. Methuen have in preparation an Edition of Shakespeare in 
single Plays. Each play will be edited with a full Introduction, Textual 
Notes, and a Commentary at the foot of the page. 

The first volumes are : 


HAMLET. Edited by Edward 
Dowden, Demy 8 vo. 3s. 6d. 

( Fully up to the level of recent scholarship, 
both English and German.’ — Academy. 

ROMEO AND JULIET. Edited by 


Edward Dowden, LittD. Demy 
8 vo, 3 s. 6d. 

‘ No edition of Shakespeare is likely to prove 
more attractive and satisfactory than this 
one. It is beautifully printed and paged 
and handsomely and simply bound.’ — 
St. James's Gazette. 


Zbc IRopels of Charles Sickens 

Crown Zvo. Each Volume , cloth 3s. net; leather 4*. 6d. net . 

With Introductions by Mr. Geqrce Gissing, Notes by Mr. F. G. KlTTON, 
and Topographical Illustrations. 


THE PICKWICK PAPERS. With 
Illustrations by E. H. New, Two 
Volumes. 

1 As pleasant a copy as any one could desire. 
Tire notes add much to the value of the 
edition, and Mr. New’s illustrations are 


also historical. The volumes promise well 
for the success of the edition/— Scotsman. 

NICHOLAS NICKLEBY. With 
Illustrations by R, J. Williams. 
Two Volumes. 
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BLEAK HOUSE. With Illustrations 
by Beatrice Alcock. Two Volumes. 

OLIVER TWIST. With Illustrations 
by G. H. New. 

THE OLD CURIOSITY SHOP. 


With Illustrations by G. M. Brime- 
LOW. Two Volumes. 

BARNABY RUDGE. With Illustra- 
tions by Beatrice Alcock. Two 
Volumes. 


Xlttle JBiograpMes 

Fcap. Svo. Each volume , cloth , 3 ^. 6d. 

THE LIFE OF DANTE ALIGHIERI. By Paget Toynbee. With 12 
Illustrations. Second Edition. 

‘ This excellent little volume is a clear, compact, and convenient summary of the whole 
subj ect. ’ — A cadtnty . 

THE LIFE OF SAVONAROLA. By E. L. S. Horsburgh, M.A. With 
Portraits and Illustrations. 


Gbe Xlttle Xlbrarg 

With Introductions, Notes, and Photogravure Frontispieces. 
Pott Svo. Each Volume , cloth is. 6d. net , leather 2 s. 6d. net . 
‘Altogether good to look upon, and to handle .’— 0 utlook. 

* In printing, binding, lightness, etc., this is a perfect series.’ — Pilot. 

‘It is difficult to conceive more attractive volumes.’— St. James's Gazette. 

* Very delicious little books '—Literature. 

‘Delightful editions.’ — Record. 

‘ Exceedingly tastefully produced .’— Morning Leader. 


VANITY FAIR. By W. M. Thacke- 
ray. With an Introduction by S. 
GWYNN. Three Volumes. 

THE PRINCESS. By Alfred, Lord 
Tennyson. Edited by Elizabeth 
Wordsworth. 

IN MEMORIAM. By Alfred, Lord 
Tennyson, Edited, with an Intro- 
duction and Notes, by H. C. Beech- 
ing, M.A. 

THE EARLY POEMS OF ALFRED, 
LORD TENNYSON. Edited by J. 
C. Collins, M.A. 

MAUD. By Alfred, Lord Tenny- 
son. Edited by Elizabeth Words- 
worth. 

A LITTLE BOOK OF ENGLISH 
LYRICS. With Notes. 

EOTHEN, By A. W. Kinglake. 
With an Introduction and Notes. 

CRANFORD. By Mrs. Gaskell. 
Edited by E. V. Lucas. 

THE INFERNO OF DANTE. Trans- 
lated by H. F. CARY, Edited by 
Paget Toynbee. 


THE PURGATORIO OF DANTE. 
Translated by H. F. Cary. Edited 
by Paget Toynbee, M.A. 

JOHN HALIFAX, GENTLEMAN. 
By Mrs. Craik. Edited by Annie 
MATHESON. Two Volumes. 

A LITTLE BOOK OF SCOTTISH 
VERSE. Arranged and edited by 
T. F. Henderson. 

A LITTLE BOOK OF ENGLISH 
PROSE. Arranged and edited by 
Mrs. P. A. Barnett. 
SELECTIONS FROM WORDS- 
WORTH. Edited by Nowell C. 
Smith, Fellow of New College, 
Oxford. 

SELECTIONS FROM WILLIAM 
BLAKE. Edited by M. Perugini. 
PRIDE AND PREJUDICE. By Jane 
Austen. Edited by E. V. Lucas. 
Two Volumes. 

PENDENNIS. By W. M. Thacke- 
ray, Edited by S. Gwynn. Ihree 
Volumes. 

LAVENGRO. By George Borrow. 
Edited by F. Hindes Groome, 
Two Volumes. 
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Gbe xfttle emcs 

Pott 8 vo t cloth 3X. ; leather , 31. 6^. 


OXFORD AND ITS COLLEGES. 
By J. Wells, M.A, Fellow and 
Tutor of Wadham College. Illus- 
tratedby E. H. New. Fourth Edition. 

‘ An admirable and accurate little treatise, 
attractively illustrated.' — World. 

CAMBRIDGE AND ITS COL- 
LEGES. By A. Hamilton Thomp- 
son. Illustrated by E. H. New. 

* It is brightly written and learned, and is 
just such a book as a cultured visitor 
needs.’ —Scots /n an. 

THE MALVERN COUNTRY. By 
B. C. A. Windle, D.Sc., F.R.S. 
Illustrated by E. H. New. 

SHAKESPEARE’S COUNTRY. By 
B.C.A. Windle, F.R.S., M.A. Illus- 
trated by E. H. NEW. Second Edition. 


t One of the most charming guide books. 
Both for the library and as a travelling 
companion the book is equally choice 
and serviceable.’ — Academy. 

SUSSEX. By F. G. Brabant, M.A. 
Illustrated by E. H. New. 

‘ A charming little book ; as full of sound 
information as it is practical in concep- 
tion .’ — A thenceum. 

‘Accurate, complete, and agreeably written.’ 
— Literature. 

WESTMINSTER ABBEY. ByG.E. 
Troutbeck. Illustrated by F. 1). 
Bedford. 

‘ A delightful miniature hand - book.’ — 
Glasgow Herald. 

‘In comeliness, and perhaps in complete- 
ness, this work must take the first 
place.'— cademy. 

1 A really first-rate guide-book.’ — 

Literature. 


Illustrated and Gift Books 

Tennyson. THE EARLY POEMS 1 Edmund Selous. TOMMY SMITH’S 


OF ALFRED, LORD TENNY- 
SON. Edited, with Notes and 
an Introduction by J. Churton 
Collins, M.A. With 10 Illustra- 
tions in Photogravure by W. E. F. 
Britten. Demy 8 vo. iox. 6d. 

Gelett Burgess. GOOPSANDHOW 
TO BE THEM. By Gelett 
Burgess. With numerous Illustra- 
tions. Small eye. 6s. 

Gelett Burgess. THE LIVELY 
CITY OF LIGG. By Gelett 
Burgess. With 53 Illustrations, 
8 of which are coloured. Small 4 to. 
6s. 

Phil May. THE PHIL MAY 
ALBUM. 4 to. 6x. 

‘There is a laugh in each drawing.' — 
Standard. 

A. H. Milne. ULYSSES ; OR, DE 
ROUGEMONT OF TROY. De- 
scribed and depicted by A . H. Milne. 
Small quarto. 31. 6d. 

* Clever, droll, smart. ’—Guardian. 


ANIMALS. By Edmund Selous. 
Illustrated by G. W. Ord. Fcap. $vo. 
as. 6d. 

A little book designed to teach children 
respect and reverence for animals. 

‘A quaint, fascinating little book: a nur- 
sery classic.’ — Athenaeum. 

S. Baring Gould. THE CROCK OF 
GOLD. Fairy Stories told by S. 
Baring Gould. Crown Svo. 6s. 

* Twelve delightful fairy tales.'— Punch. 

M. L. Gwynn. A BIRTHDAY BOOK. 
Arranged and Edited by M. L. 
Gwynn. Royal 8 vo. 1 ax. 

This is a birthday-hook of exceptional 
dignity, and the extracts have been 
chosen with particular care. 

John Bunyan. THE PILGRIM’S 
PROGRESS. By John Bunyan. 
Edited, with an Introduction, by C. H. 
Firth, M.A. With 30 Illustrations 
by R. Anning Bell. Crown Zvo. 6s. 

* The best “Pilgrim’s Progress.'”— 

Educational Times. 
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7 . D. Bedford. NURSERY RHYMES. 
With many Coloured Pictures by F. 
D. Bedford. Super Royal 8 vo. 
2 s. 6d. 

S. Baring 1 Gould. A BOOK OF 
FAIRY TALES retold by S. Baring 
Gould. With numerous Illustra- 
tions and Initial Letters by Arthur 
J. Gaskin. Second Edition. Cr. 8 vo. 
Buckram . 6s. 

S. Baring Gould. OLD ENGLISH 
FAIRY TALES. Collected and 
edited by S. Baring Gould. With 
Numerous Illustrations by F. D. 


Bedford. Second Edition. Cr. Svo. 
Buckram. 6s. 

‘ A charming volume. '—Guardian. 

S. Baring Gould. A BOOK OF 
NURSERY SONGS AND 
RHYMES. Edited by S. Baring 
Gould, and Illustrated by the Bir- 
mingham Art School. Buckram, gilt 
top. Crown 8 vo. 

H. C. Beeching. A BOOK OF 
CHRISTMAS VERSE. Edited by 
H. C. Beeching, M.A., and Illus- 
trated by Walter Crane. Cr. 8 vo, 
gilt top. 3 s. 6d. 


History 


Flinders Petrie. A HISTORY OF 
EGYPT, from the Earliest Times 
to the Present Day. Edited by 
W. M. Flinders Petrie, D.C.L., 
LL.D., Professor of Egyptology at 
U niversity College. Fully Illustrated. 

In Six Volumes . Cr. Svo. 6s. each. 

Vol. I. Prehistoric Times to 
XVIth Dynasty. W. M. F. 
Petrie. Fourth Edition. 

Vol. II. The XVIIth and 
XVII Ith Dynasties. W. M. 

F. Petrie. Third Edition. 

Vol. IV. The Egypt of the 
Ptolemies. J. P. Mahaffy. 

Vol. V. Roman Egypt. J. G. 
Milne. 

Vol. VI. EGYPT IN THE 
MIDDLE AGES. Stanley 
Lane-Poole. 

‘ A history written in the spirit of scientific 
precision so worthily represented by Dr. 
Petrie and his school cannot but pro- 
mote sound and accurate study, and 
supply a vacant place in the English 
literature of Egyptology.’— Times. 

Hinders Petrie. RELIGION AND 
CONSCIENCE IN ANCIENT 
EGYPT. By W. M. Flinders 
Petrie, D. C. L. , LL. D. Fully Illus- 
trated. Crown Svo. 2 s. 6d. 

* The lectures will afford a fund of valuable 
information for students of ancient 
ethics.’— Manchester Guardian . 

A3 


Flinders Petrie. SYRIA AND 
EGYPT, FROM THE TELL EL 
AMARNA TABLETS. By W. M. 
Flinders Petrie, D.C.L., LL.D. 
Crown Svo. 2 s. 6d. 

1 A marvellous record. The addition made 
to our knowledge is nothing short of 
amazing.’ — Times. 

Flinders Petrie. EGYPTIAN TALES. 
Edited by W. M. Flinders Petrie. 
Illustrated by Tristram Ellis. In 
Two Volumes. Cr. Svo. 3*. 6d. each . 

1 Invaluable as a picture of life in Palestine 
and Egypt .’— Daily News. 

Flinders Petrie. EGYPTIAN DECO- 
RATIVE ART. By W. M. Flin- 
ders Petrie. With 120 Illustrations. 
Cr. Svo . 3 s. 6d. 

1 In these lectures he displays rare skill in 
elucidating the development of decora- 
tive art in Egypt.’— Times. 

C. W. Oman. A HISTORY OF THE 
ART OF WAR. Vol. 11. : The 
Middle Ages, from the Fourth to the 
Fourteenth Century. By C. W. 
Oman, M.A., Fellow of All Souls’, 
Oxford. Illustrated. Demy Svo. 21s. 

* The whole art of war in its historic evolu- 
tion has never been treated on such an 
ample and comprehensive scale, and we 
question if any recent contribution to 
the exact history of the world has pos- 
sessed more enduring value .’ — Daily 
Chronicle , 
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S. Baring Gould. THE TRAGEDY 
OF THE GESARS. With nume- 
rous Illustrations from Busts, Gems, 
Cameos, etc. By S. Baring Gould. 
Fifth Edition. Royal 8vo. 1$ s. 

‘A most splendid and fascinating book on a 
subject of undying interest. The great 
feature of the book is the use the author 
has made of the existing portraits of 
the Caesars and the_ admirable critical 
subtlety he bas exhibited m dealing with 
this line of research. It is brilliantly 
written, and the illustrations are sup- 
plied on a scale of profuse magnificence.’ 
— Daily Chronicle . 

F. W. Maitland. CANON LAW IN 
ENGLAND. By F. W. Maitland, 
LL.D., Downing Professor of the 
Laws of England in the University 
of Cambridge. Royal 8 vo. 7s. 6d. 

* Professor Maitland has put students of 

English law under a fresh debt. These 
essays are landmarks in the study of the 
history of Canon Law.’ — Times. 

John Hackett. A HISTORY OF 
THE CHURCH OF CYPRUS. 
By John Hackett, M.A. With 
Maps and Illustrations. Demy 8 vo. 
15^. net. 

A work which brings together all that is 
known on the subject from the intro- 
duction of Christianity to the commence- 
ment of the British occupation. A 
separate division deals with the local 
Latin Church during the period of the 
Western Supremacy. 

E. L. Taunton. A HISTORY OF 
THE JESUITS IN ENGLAND. 
By E. L. Taunton. With Illustra- 
tions. Demy 8 vo. 21 s. net 
‘Ahistory of permanent v lue, whichcovers 
ground never properly investigated 
before, and is replete with the results of 
original research. A most interesting 
and careful .book .[—Literature. _ 

* A volume which will attract considerable 

attention .’ — A ikenceum. 

H. de B. Gibbins. INDUSTRY IN 
ENGLAND : HISTORICAL OUT- 
LINES. By H. de B. Gibbins, 
Litt.D., M.A. With % Maps. Se- 
cond Edition. Demy 8 vo. 10 s. 6d. 
H. E. Egerton. A HISTORY OF 
BRITISH COLONIAL POLICY. 
By H. E. Egerton, M.A. Demy 
8 vo. 12 s. 6 d. 

* It is a good book, distinguished by accu- 


racy in detail, clear arrangement of facts, 
and a broad grasp of principles.’ — 
Manchester Guardian. 

Albert Sorel. THE EASTERN 
QUESTION IN THE EIGH- 
TEENTH CENTURY. By Albert 
Sorel. Translated by F. C. Bram- 
WELL, M.A. Cr. 8 vo. 35. 6 d. 

C. H. Grinling. A HISTORY OF 
THE GREAT NORTHERN RAIL- 
WAY, 1845-95. By C. H. Grin- 
ling. With Illustrations. Demy 8 vo. 
10 s. 6d. 

‘ Mr. Grinling has done for a Railway what 
Macaulay did for English History.’ — 
The Engineer. 

Clement Stretton. A HISTORY OF 
THE MIDLAND RAILWAY. By 
Clement Stretton. With numer- 
ous Illustrations. Demy 8 vo. 12 s. 6d . 

* A fine record of railway development.’ — 

Outlook. 

‘ The volume is as exhaustive as it is com- 
prehensive, and is made especially 
attractive by its pictures.’— Globe. 

W. Sterry. ANNALS OF ETON 
COLLEGE. By W. Sterry, M.A. 
With numerous Illustrations. Demy 
8 vo. ys. 6d. 

* A treasury of quaint and interesting read- 

ing. Mr. Sterry has by his skill and 
vivacity given these records new life.*— 
Academy. 

G.W.Fisher. ANNALS OF SHREWS- 
BURY SCHOOL. By G. W. 
Fisher, M.A. With numerous Illus- 
trations. Demy 8 vo. 1 os. 6d. 

‘This careful, erudite book.’— Daily 
Chronicle. 

‘ A book of which Old Salopians are sure 
to be proud.' — Globe. 

J. Sargeaunt. ANNALS OF WEST- 
MINSTER SCHOOL. By J. Sar- 
geaunt, M.A. With numerous 
Illustrations. Demy 8m 7 s. 6el. 

A. Clark. THE COLLEGES OF 
OXFORD: Their History and their 
Traditions. Edited by A. Clark, 
M.A., Fellow of Lincoln College. 
8 vo. 12s, 6d. 

| ‘A work which will be appealed to for 
many years as the standard book.’— 
Atheneeunt. 
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T.M. Taylor. A CONSTITUTIONAL 
AND POLITICAL HISTORY OF 
ROME. By T. M. Taylor, M. A. , 
Fellow of Gonville and Cams College, 
Cambridge. Crown Bvo. js. 6d. 

‘ We fully recognise the value of this care- 
fully written work, and admire especially 
the fairness and sobriety of his judgment 
and the human interest with which he 
has inspired a subject which in some 
hands becomes a mere series of cold 
abstractions. It is a work that will be 
stimulating to the student of Roman 
history. ’ — A theneeum. 

J. Wells. A SHORT HISTORY OF 
ROME. By J. Wells, M.A., 
Fellow and Tutor of Wadham Coll., 
Oxford. Third Edition. With 3 
Maps. Crown Bvo. 3$. 6d. 

This book is intended for the Middle and 
Upper Forms of Public Schools and for 


Pass Students at the Universities. It 
contains copious Tables, etc. 

‘An original work written on an original 
plan, and with uncommon freshness and 
vigour. '—Speaker. 

0 . Browning. A SHORT HISTORY 
OF MEDIAEVAL ITALY, a.d. 
1250-1530. By Oscar Browning, 
Fellow and Tutor of King’s College, 
Cambridge. In Two Volumes. Cr f 
Bvo. 5x. each. 

Vol. I. 1250-1409.— Guelphs and 
Ghibellmes. 

Vol. 11. 1409-1530.— The Age of 
the Condottieri. 

O’Grady. THE STORY OF IRE- 
LAND. By Standish O’Grady, 
Author of 4 Finn and his Companions. ’ 
Crown Bvo. 2 s. 6d. 


Edited by J. B. Bury, M.A., Litt.D. 


ZACHARIAH OF MITYLENE. 
Translated into English by F. J. 
Hamilton, D.D., and E. W. 
Brooks. Demy Bvo. 12 s. 6d. net. 

EVAGRIUS. Edited by Professor 


L£on Parmentier and M. Bidez, 
Demy Bvo. ioj. 6d. net . 

THE HISTORY OF PSELLUS 
By C. Sathas. Demy Bvo. 15J. 
net. 


Biography 


R. L. Stevenson. THE LETTERS 
OF ROBERT LOUIS STEVEN- 
SON TO HIS FAMILY AND 
FRIENDS. Selected and Edited, 
with Notes and Introductions, by 
Sidney Colvin. Fourth and Cheaper 
Edition. Crown Bvo. 12s. 

Library Edition. Demy Bvo. 2 
vols, 25 j. net. 

‘Irresistible in their raciness, their variety, 
their animation ... of extraordinary 
fascination. A delightful inheritance, 
the truest record of a “richly com- 
pounded spirit'’ that the literature of 
our time has preserved.’— Times. 

J. G. Millais. THE LIFE AND 
LETTERS OF SIR JOHN 
EVERETT MILLAIS, President of 
the Royal Academy. By his Son, 
J. G. Millais. With 319 Illus- 
trations, of which 9 are in Photo- 


gravure. Second Edition. 2 vols. 
Royal Bvo. 32 s. net. 

1 This splendid work.’ — World. 

1 Of such absorbing interest is it, of such 
completeness in scope and beauty. 
Special tribute must be paid to the 
extraordinary completeness of the illus- 
trations. ’ — Graphic. 

S. Baring Gould. THE LIFE OF 
NAPOLEON BONAPARTE. By 
S. Baring Gould. With over 450 
Illustrations in the Text and 12 
Photogravure Plates. Large quarto . 
Gilt top. 36 s. 

‘ The main feature of this gorgeous volume 
is its great wealth of beautiful photo- 
gravures and finely -executed wood 
engravings, constituting a complete 
pictorial chronicle of Napoleon I.’s 
personal history from the days of his early 
childhood at Ajaccio to the date of his 
second interment .’— Daily Telegraph , 
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W. A. Bettesworth. THE WALKERS 
OF SOUTHGATE : Beingthe Chro- 
nicles of a Cricketing Family. By 
W. A. Bettesworth. Illustrated. 
Demy 8m js, 6d. 

‘A most engaging contribution to cricket 
literature ... a lasting joy.' — Vanity 
Fair* 

G. S. Layard. THE LIFE OF MRS. 
LYNN LINTON. By G. S. Lay- 
ARD. With Portraits. Demy 8 m 
zzs. 6d. 

‘ Mrs. Lynn Linton is here presented to us 
in all her moo ds. She lives in the book ; 
she is presented to us so that we really 
know her.’ — Literature. 

‘A thoroughly good hook, very interest- 
ing, and at the same time in very good 
taste.’ — Daily Graphic. 

‘ Mr. Layard may be congratulated on 
having produced an honest and interest- 
ing record of a notable woman.’— 
Atheneeum. 

Stanley* Lane-Poole. THE LIFE OF 
SIR HARRY PARKES. By STAN- 
LEY Lane-Poole. A New and 
Cheaper Edition. With Maps and 
Portrait. Crown 8 m 6s. 

Helen C. Wetmore. THE LAST OF 
THE GREAT SCOUTS (‘ Buffalo 
Bill’). By his Sister, Helen C. 
Wetmore. With Illustrations. 
Demy 8m 6 j. 

* The stirring adventures of Buffalo Bill’s 
career are described vigorously and pic- 
turesquely, and with a directness that 
inspires the fullest confidence.’ — Glas* 
£ovj Herald. 

Constance Bache. BROTHER MUSI- 
CIANS. Reminiscences of Edward 
and Walter Bache. By Constance 
Bache. With Sixteen Illustrations. 
Crown 8m 6j. net. 

P. H. Colomb. MEMOIRS OF AD- 
MIRAL SIR A. COOPER KEY. 
By Admiral P. H. Colomb. With 
a Portrait. Demy 8m 1 6s. 

C. Cooper King. THE STORY OF 
THE BRITISH ARMY. By Colonel 
Cooper King. Illustrated. Demy 
8 m js. 6d. 

‘An authoritative and accurate story of 
England’s military progress. ’ —Daily 
Mail. 

B. Southey. ENGLISH SEAMEN 
(Howard, Clifford, Hawkins, Drake, 


Cavendish). By Robert Southey. 
Edited, with an Introduction, by 
David Hannay. Second Edition. 
Crown 8m 6s. 

‘A brave, inspiriting hook.’— Black and 
White. 

W. Claris Russell THE LIFE OF 
ADMIRAL LORD COLLING- 
WOOD. By W. Clark Russell. 
With Illustrations by F. Brangwyn. 
Fourth Edition. Crown 8m 6s. 

* A book which we should like to see in the 
hands of every boy in the country.’ — 
St. James's Gazette . 

Morris Fuller. THE LIFE AND 
WRITINGS OF JOHN DAVEN- 
ANT, D.D. (1571-1641), Bishop of 
Salisbury. By Morris Fuller, 
B. D. Demy 8m ior. 6d. 

J. M. Rigg. ST. ANSELM OF 
CANTERBURY: A Chapter in 
the History of Religion. By 
J. M. Rigg. Demy 8 vo. 7 s. 6 d. 

F, W. Joyce. THE LIFE OF 
SIR FREDERICK GORE OUSE- 
LEY. By F. W. Joyce, M. A. 7 s.6d. 
W. G. Collingwood. THE LIFE OF 
JOHN RUSKIN. By W. G. 
Collingwood, M.A. With Por- 
traits, and 13 Drawings by Mr. 
Ruskin. Second Edition. 2 volt. 
8 vo. 32 s. Cheap Edition. Crown 
8 vo. 6s. 

C. Waldstein. JOHN RUSKIN. By 
Charles Waldstein, M.A. With 
a Photogravure Portrait, PostSvo. 5 s. 
A. M. F. Darmesteter, THE LIFE 
OF ERNEST RENAN. By 
Madame Darmesteter. With 
Portrait. Second Edition. Cr.Bvo. 6s. 
W. H. Hutton. THE LIFE OF SIR 
THOMAS MORE. By W. H, 
Hutton, M.A. With Portraits. 
Second Edition. Cr. 8m 5J. 

1 The book lays good claim to high rank 
among our biographies. It is excellently, 
even lovingly, written.’— Scotsman, 

S. Baring Gould. THE VICAR OF 
MORWENSTOW: A Biography, 
By S. Baring Gould, M.A, A 
new and Revised Edition. With 
Portrait. Crown 8m 31, 6d. 

A completely new edition of the well known 
biography of R. S, Hawker, 
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Travel, Adventure 

SvenHedia. THROUGH ASIA. By 
Sven Hedin, Gold Medallist of the 
Royal Geographical Society. With 
300 Illustrations from Sketches 
and Photographs by the Author, 
and Maps. 2 vols. Royal Svo. 20 s. net . 

‘One of the greatest books of the kind 
issued during the century. It is im- 
possible to give an adequate idea of the 
richness of the contents of this book, 
nor of its abounding attractions as a story 
of travel unsurpassed in geographical 
and human interest. Much of it is a 
revelation. Altogether the work is one 
which in solidity, novelty, and interest 
must take a fust rank among publica- 
tions of i ts class. ’ — Times. 

F. H. SMne and E. D. Ross. THE 
HEART OF ASIA. By F. H. 
Sicrine and E. D. Ross. With 
Maps and many Illustrations by 
VERESTCHAGIN. Large Crown Svo. 
ioj. 6 d. net. 

‘ This volume will form a landmark in our 
knowledge of Central Asia. . . . Illumin- 
ating and convincing.’ — Times. 

R. E. Peary. NORTHWARD OVER 
THEGREATICE. ByR.E. Peary, 
Gold Medallist of the Royal Geogra- 
phical Society. With over 800 Illus- 
trations. 2 vols. Royal Svo. 32 s.net. 

* His book will take its place among thejper- 
manent literature ofArctic exploration. ’ 

— Times. 

T.H. Holdich. THE INDIAN BOR- 
DERLAND : being a Personal Re- 
cord of Twenty Years. By Sir T. Ii. 
Holdich, K.C.I.E. Illustrated. De?ny 
Svo, x$s. net. 

‘Probably the most important work on 
frontier topography that has lately been 
presented tothe general public.*— L i tera- 
ture. 

‘ Interesting and inspiriting from cover to 
cover, it will assuredly take its place > as 
the classical on the history of the Indian 
frontier.'— Pilot. 

‘A work that should long remain the 
standard authority. ’—Da/ ly Chronicle, 

A.B.WyIde. MODERN ABYSSINIA. 
By A. B. Wylde. With a Map and 
a Portrait. Demy Svo. 15J. net. 

‘The most valuable contribution that has 


and Topography 

yet been made to our knowledge of 
Abyssinia. ’ — Manchester Guardian. 

‘ A book which will rank among the very 
best of Afiican works.’ — DailyChroniclc. 
‘ A repertory of information on every branch 
of the subject.’ — Literature » 

Alex. Hosie. MANCHURIA, By 
Alexander Hosie. With Illustra- 
tions and a Map. Demy Svo . 10 s. 
6 d. net. 

A complete account of this important pro- 
vince by the highest living authority on 
^ the subject. 

‘ This book is especially useful at the pre- 
sent moment when the future of the 
country appears uncertain.’— Times. 

E. A. FitzGerald. THE HIGHEST 
ANDES. By E. A. FitzGerald. 
With 2 Maps, 51 Illustrations, 13 of 
which are in Photogravure, and a 
Panorama. Royal Svo , 30^ net. 
Also a Small Edition on Hand-made 
Paper, limited to 50 Copies, 4 to, 
£5, S s - 

‘ The record of the first ascent of the highest 
mountain yet conquered by mortal man. 
A volume which will continue to be the 
classic book of travel on this region of 
the Andes.’ — Daily Chronicle . 

F. W. Christian. THE CAROLINE 
ISLANDS. By F. W. Christian. 
With many Illustrations and Maps. 
Demy Svo. 12 s. 6 d. net. 

‘A real contribution to our knowledge of 
the peoples and islands of Micronesia, 
as well as fascinating as a narrative of 
travels and adventure. ’ — Scotsman. 

H. H. Johnston. BRITISH CEN- 
TRAL AFRICA. By Sir H. H. 
Johnston, K.C.B. With nearly 
Two Hundred Illustrations, and Six 
Maps. Second Edition. Crown ^to. 
iSs. net. 

‘A fascinating book, written with equal 
skill and charm— the work at once of a 
literary artist and of a man of action 
who is singularly wise, brave, and ex- 
perienced. It abounds in admirable 
sketches.' — Westminster Gazette . 

I. Decle. THREE YEARS IN 
SAVAGE AFRICA. By Lionel 
Decle. With 100 Illustrations and 
5 Maps. Second Edition. Demy Svo, 
10 s. 6 d. net. 
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A. Hulme Beaman. TWENTY j 
YEARS IN THE NEAR EAST. 
By A. Hulme Beaman. Demy 
Svo. With Portrait. 10s, 6d. 

Henri of Orleans. FROM TONKIN 
TO INDIA. By Prince Henri of 
Orleans. Translated by Hamley 
Bent, M.A. With ioo Illustrations 
and a Map. Cr. 4*0, gilt top . 25s. 

Chester Holcombe. THE REAL 
CHINESE QUESTION. By Ches- 
ter Holcombe. Crown Svo. 6s. 

* It is an important addition to the matei ials 

before the public for forming an opinion 
on a most difficult and pressing pro- 
blem.’ — Times. 

‘It is this practical “note” in the book, 
coupled with the fairness, moderation, 
and sincerity of the author, that gives 
it, in our opinion, the^ highest place 
among books published in recent years 
on the Chinese question.’ — Manchester 
Guardian. 

J. W. Robertson-Scott. THE PEOPLE 
OF CHINA. By J. W. Robertson- 
Scott. With a Map. Crown 8 vo. 
3-f. 6d. 

1 A vivid impression . . . This excellent, 
brightly written epitome.’ — Daily News. 

* Excellently well done. . . . Enthralling.’ 

— Weekly Dispatch. 

S. L. Hmde. THE FALL OF THE 
CONGO ARABS. By S. L. Hinde. 
With Plans, etc. Demy Svo. 12 s. 6d. 

A. St. H. Gibbons. EXPLORATION 
AND HUNTING IN CENTRAL 
AFRICA. By Major A. St. H. 
Gibbons. With full-page Illustra- 
tions by C. Whymper, and Maps. 
Demy Svo. 131. 

A H. Norway. NAPLES: PAST 
AND PRESENT. By A. H. NOR- 
WAY, Author of * Highways and 
Byways in Devon and Cornwall. 
With 40 Illustrations by A. G. 
Ferard. Crown Svo. 6s. 

In this book Mr. Norway gives not only a 
highly interesting description of modern 
Naples, but a historical account of its 
antiquities and traditions. 

3. Baring Gould. DARTMOOR : A 
Descriptive and Historical Sketch. 
By S. Baring Gould. With Plans 
and Numerous Illustrations. Crown 
8 vo. 6s. 


‘ A most delightful guide, companion, and 
instructor. ’—Scotsman. 

1 Informed with close personal knowledge.’ 
— Saturday Review. 

S. Baring Gould. THE BOOK OF 
THE WEST. By S. Baring 
Gould. With numerous Illustra- 
tions. Two volumes. Vol. 1. Devon. 
Second Edition. Vol. 11. Cornwall. 
Crown 8 vo. 6s. each. 

1 Bracing as the air of Dartmoor, the legend 
weird as twilight over Dozmare Pool, 
they give us a very good idea of this 
enchanting and beautiful district.’— 
Guardian . 

S. Baring Gould. A BOOK OF 
BRITTANY, By S. Baring Gould. 
With numerous Illustrations. Crown 
Svo. 6l 

Uniform in scope and size with Mr. Baring 
Gould’s well-known books on Devon, 
Cornwall, and Dartmoor. 

S. Baring Gould. THE DESERTS 
OF SOUTHERN FRANCE. By 
S. Baring Gould. 2 vols. Demy 
Svo. 32 s. 

J.F. Fraser. ROUND THE WORLD 
ON A WHEEL. By John Foster 
Fraser. With 100 Illustrations. 
Crown Svo. 6s. 

* A classic of cycling, graphic and witty.’— 
Yorkshire Post. 

E. L. Jefferson. A NEW RIDE TO 
KHIVA. By R. L. Jefferson. 
Illustrated. Crown Svo. 6s. 

J. K. Trotter. THE NIGER 
SOURCES. By Colonel J. K. 
Trotter, R.A. With a Map and 
Illustrations. Crown Svo , 5A 

W. Croofce. THE NORTH- 
WESTERN PROVINCES OF 
INDIA: Their Ethnology and 
Administration. By W, Crookk, 
With Maps and Illustrations, Demy 
Svo. xoj. 6d. 

A, Boisragon. THE BENIN MAS- 
SACRE. By Captain Boisragon, 
Second Edition. Cr. Svo , 3 s. 6d. 

H. S. Cowper. THE HILL OF THE 
GRACES: or, the Great Stone 
Temples of Tripoli. By H. S, 
Cowper, F.S, A. With Maps, Plans, 
and 75 Illustrations. Demy Svo , 
10 s. 6 d. 
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W. B. Worsfold. SOUTH AFRICA. 
By W. B. Worsfold, M.A. With 
a. Map. Second Edition. Cr. 8 vo. 6s. 

‘A monumental work compressed into a 
very moderate compass.’ — World. 

Katherine and Gilbert Macquoid. IN 
PARIS. By Katherine and Gil- 
bert Macquoid. Illustrated by 


Thomas R. Macquoid, R.I. With 
2 maps. Crown 8vo. is. 

‘A useful little jpiide, judiciously supplied 
with information.'— Atkenaum. 

A. E. Keane. THE BOER STATES: 
A History and Description of the 
Transvaal and the Orange Free State. 
By A. H. Keane, M.A. With 
Map. Crown 8 vo. 6s. 


Naval and Military 


F. H. E. Cunliffe. THE HISTORY 
OF THE BOER WAR. By F. H. 
E. Cunliffe, Fellow of All Souls' 
College, Oxford. With many Illus- 
trations, Plans, and Portraits. In 2 
vo Is. Vol. /., 15J. 

‘ The excellence of the work is double ; for 
the narrative is vivid and temperate, and 
the illustrations form a picture gallery 
of the war which is not likely to be 
rivalled. ... An ideal gift book.’— 
Academy. 

G. S. Robertson. CHITRAL: The 
Story of a Minor Siege. By Sir 
G. S. Robertson, K.C.S.I. With 
numerouslllustrations, Map and Plans. 
Second Edition. Demy 8vo. 10 s. 6d. 

* A book which the Elizabethans would have 
thought wonderful. More thrilling, more 
piquant) and more human than any 
novel .’— Newcastle Chronicle. 

‘As fascinating as Sir Walter Scott’s best 
fiction .’— Daily Telegraph. 

R. S. S. Baden-Powell. THE DOWN- 
FALL OF PREMPEH. A Diary of 
Life in Ashanti, 1895. By Maj.-Gen. 
Baden-Powell. With 21 Illustra- 
tions and a Map. Third Edition . 
Large Crown 8 vo. 6s. 

R. S. S. Baden-Powell. THEMATA- 
BELE CAMPAIGN, 1896. By Maj.- 
Gen. Baden-Powell. With nearly 
100 Illustrations. Fourth and Cheaper 
Edition. Large Crown 8 vo. 6s. 

J. B. Atkins. THE RELIEF OF 
LADYSMITH. By John Black 
Atkins. With 16 Plans and Illus- 
trations. Third Edition. Crown 
8vo . dr. 

H. W. Nevinson. LADYSMITH : The 
Diary of a Siege. By H. W. Nevin- 


son. With 16 Illustrations and a 
Plan. Second Edition. Crown 8vo. 6r. 
Barclay Lloyd. A THOUSAND 
MILES WITH THE C.I.V. By 
Captain Barclay Lloyd. With 
an Introduction by Colonel Mac- 
Kinnon, and a Portrait and Map. 
Crown 8 vo. 6s. 

Filson Young. THE RELIEF OF 
MAFEKING. By Filson Young. 
W ith Maps and Illustrations. Crown 
8vo. 6s. 

J. Angus Hamilton. THE SIEGE 
OF MAFEKING. By J. Angus 
Hamilton. With many Illustra- 
tions. Crown 8 vo. 6s. 

‘ A thrilling story.’ — Observer 

H. F. Prevost Battersby IN THE 
WEB OF A WAR. By H. F. 
Prevost Battersby. With Plans, 
and Portrait of the Author. Crown 
8 vo. 6s. 

‘ The pathos, the comedy, the majesty of 
war are all in these pages.’— Daily 
Mail. 

Howard 0. HiUegas. WITH THE 
BOER FORCES. By Howard C. 
Hillf.gas. With 24 Illustrations. 
Second Edition. Crown 8 vo. 6a 
‘A most interesting book. It has many 
and great merit?.’— Athenaum. 

‘Has extreme interest and scarcely less 
value.’ — Pall Mall Gazette . 

H. 0. J. Biss. THE RELIEF OF 
KUMASI. By Captain H. C. J* 
Biss, With Maps and Illustrations. 
Second Edition. Crown 8 vo. 6a 
‘Pleasantly written and highly interesting. 
The illustrations areadmirable.’— Queen. 
1 We should say it will remain the standard 
work on its very interesting subject.’— 
Globe* 
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E. H. Alderson. WITH THE 
MOUNTED INFANTRY AND 
THE MASHONALAND FIELD 
FORCE, 1896. By Lieut. -Colonel 
Alderson. With numerous Illus- 
trations and Plans. Demy Bvo. 
10 a 6 d. 

Seymour Vandeleur. CAMPAIGN- 
ING ON THE UPPER NILE 
AND NIGER. By Lieut. Seymour 
Vandeleur. With an Introduction 
by Sir G. Goldie, K.C.M.G. With 
4 Maps, Illustrations, and Plans 
Large Crown Bvo. 10 s. 6 d . 

Lord Fincastle. A FRONTIER 
CAMPAIGN. By Viscount Fin- 
castle, V.C., and Lieut. P. C. 
Elliott-Lockhart. With a Map 
and 16 Illustrations. Second Edition. 
Crown 8 vo. 6 s. 

E, N. Bennett THE DOWNFALL 
OF THE DERVISHES : A Sketch 
of the Sudan Campaign of 1898. By 
E. N. Bennett, Fellow of Hertford 
College. With a Photogravure Por- 
trait of Lord Kitchener. Third 
Edition. Crown 8 vo. 3 s. 6 d. 

W. Kinnaird Rose. WITH THE 
GREEKS IN THESSALY. By 


W. Kinnaird Rose. With Illus- 
trations. Crown 8 vo. 6 s. 

G. W. Steevens. NAVAL POLICY: 
By G. W. Steevens. Demy Bvo. 6 s. 

D. Hannay. A SHORT HISTORY 
OF THE ROYAL NAVY, From 
Early Times to the Present Day. 
By David Hannay. Illustrated. 
2 Vols. Demy Bvo. js. 6 d. each. 
Vol. I., 1200-1688. 

* We read it from cover to cover at a sitting, 

and those who go to it for a lively and 
brisk picture of the past, with all its faults 
and its grandeur, will not be disappointed. 
The historian is endowed with literary 
skill and style.’-— Standard. 

£. L. S. Horsburgh. WATERLOO : A 
Narrative and Criticism. By E. L. S. 
Horsburgh, M. A. With Plans. 
Second Edition . Crown Bvo. 5 s. 

‘A brilliant essay— simple, sound, and 
thorough. '—Daily Chronicle . 

H. B. George. BATTLES OF 
ENGLISH HISTORY. By H. B. 
George, M.A., Fellow of New 
College, Oxford. With numerous 
Plans. Third Edition . Cr. Bvo. 6 s. 

* Mr. George has undertaken a very useful 

task— that of making military affairs in- 
telligible and instructive to non-military 
readers— and has executed it with a 
large measure of success/ — Times. 


General Literature 


S. Baring Gould. OLD COUNTRY 
LIFE. By S. Baring Gould. With 
Sixty-seven Illustrations. Large Cr. 
Bvo. Fifth Edition. 6 s. 

* ‘ ‘ Old Country Life, ” as healthy wholesome 
reading, full of breezy life and move- 
ment, full of quaint stories vigorously 
told, will not he excelled by any book to 
be published throughout the year. 
Sound, hearty, and English to the core.’ 
—World. 

S. Baring Gould. AN OLD ENGLISH 
HOME. By S. Baring Gould. 
With numerous Plans and Illustra- 
tions. Crown Bvo. 6a 

‘The chapters are delightfully fresh, very 
informing, and lightened by many a |ooa 
story. A delightful fireside companion. * 
— St. James's Gazette . 


S. Baring Gould. HISTORIC 
ODDITIES AND STRANGE 
EVENTS. By S. Baring Gould. 
Fifth Edition. Crown Bvo. 6 s. 

S. Baring Gould. FREAKS OF 
FANATICISM. By S. Baring 
Gould. Third Edition. Cr. Bvo . 6a 

S. Baring Gould. A GARLAND OF 
COUNTRY SONG: English Folk 
Songs with their Traditional Melodies. 
Collected and arranged by S. Baring 
Gould and H. F. Sheppard. 
Demy 4 to. 6 s. 

S. Baring Gould. SONGS OF THE 
WEST: Traditional Ballads and 
Songs of the West of England, with 
their Melodies. Collected by S. 
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Baring Gould, M.A., and H. F. 
Sheppard, M.A. In 4 Parts. Parts 
/., II., Ill, 3 s. each. Part IV,, $s. 
In one Vol French morocco , 15 s. 

* A rich collection of humour, pathos, grace, 

and poetic fancy.’ — Saturday Review. 

S. Baring* Gould. YORKSHIRE 
ODDITIES AND STRANGE 
EVENTS. By S. Baring Gould. 
Fifth Edition. Crown 8vo. 6s. 

S. Baring Gould. STRANGE SUR- 
VIVALS AND SUPERSTITIONS. 
By S. Baring Gould. Cr. 8 vo. 
Second Edition. 6s. 

Marie Corelli. THE PASSING OF 
THE GREAT QUEEN : A Tribute 
to the Noble Life of Victoria Regina. 
By Marie Corelli. Small tfo is. 

Cotton Minchin. OLD HARROW 
DAYS. By J. G. Cotton Minchin. 
Cr. 8m. Second Edition. 5*. 

W. E. Gladstone. THE SPEECHES 
OF THE RT. HON. W. E. GLAD- 
STONE, M.P. Edited by A. W. 
Hutton, M.A., and H. J. Cohen, 
M.A. With Portraits. Demy 8 vo, 
Vols. IX. and X, 12s. 6d. each. 

M. F. Oxford. A HANDBOOK OF 
NURSING. By M. N. Oxford, of 
Guy's Hospital. Crown 8 vo. 3 s. 6d. 

* The most useful work of the kind that we 

have seen. A most valuable and prac- 
tical manual. ’ — Manchester Guardian. 

E. V, Zenker. ANARCHISM. By 
E. V. Zenker. Demy 8vo. 7 s. 6d. 

Emily Lawless. A GARDEN DIARY. 
By the Hon. E$'Jily Lawless. 
Demy 8m. 7s. 6d. net. 

S. J. Duncan. ON THE OTHER 
SIDE OF THF LATCH. By Sara 
Jeannette Duncan (Mrs. Cotes), 
Author of ‘A Voyage of Consolation.' 
Second Edition. Crown 8vo. 6s, 

W. Williamson. THE BRITISH 
GARDENER. By W. Williamson. 
Illustrated. Demy 8vo. 10?. 6d. 

Arnold White. EFFICIENCY AND 
EMPIRE. By Arnold White. 
Crown 8 vo, 6 a 

‘Stimulating and entertaining throughout, 


it deserves the attention of every patriotic 
Englishman.’ — Daily Mail. 

‘A notable book.' — Literature. 

‘A book of sound work, deep thought, and 
a sincere endeavour to rouse the British 
to a knowledge of the value of their 
Empire. 1 — Bookman. 

* A more vigorous work has not been written 

for many years.’ — Review of the Week. 

A. Silva White. THE EXPANSION 
OF EGYPT: A Political and His- 
torical Survey. By A. Silva White. 
With four Special Maps. Demy 8 vo. 
15 s. net. 

‘This is emphatically the best account of 
Egypt as it is under English control that 
has been published for many years.’— 
Spectator. 

Chas. Richardson. THE ENGLISH 
TURF. By Charles Richardson. 
With numerous Illustrations and 
Plans, Demy 8vo. 15$. 

*As a record of horses and courses, this 
work is a valuable addition to the litera- 
ture of the Turf. It is crammed with 
sound information, and with reflections 
and suggestions that are born of a 
thorough knowledge of the subject.’— 
Scotsman. 

* A book which is sure to find many readers ; 

written with consummate knowledge 
and in an easy, agreeable style.' — Daily 
Chronicle. 

‘ From its sensible introduction to its very 
complex index, this is about the best book 
that we are likely for some time to see 
upon the subject with which it deals.’— 
Atheneeum. 

Philip Trevor. THE LIGHTER 
SIDE OF CRICKET By Captain 
Philip Trevor (Dux). Crown 8 vo. 
6s. 

A highly interesting volume, dealing, with 
such subjects as county cricket, village 
cricket, cricket for boys and girls, 
literary cricket, and various other sub- 
jects which do not require a severe and 
technical treatment. 

‘A wholly entertaining book.’ — Glasgow 
Herald. 

‘ The most welcome book on our national 
game published for years.'-— County 
Gentleman. 

Peter Beckford. THOUGHTS ON 
HUNTING. By Peter Beckford. 
Edited by J. Otho Paget, and 
Illustrated by G. H. Jalland. 
Demy 8m. 10 s. 6d. 

* Beckford’s “ Thoughts on Hunting w has 
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long been a classic with sportsmen, and 
the present edition will go far to make it 
a favourite with lovers of literature.’ — 
Speaker. 

E. B. Michell. THE ART AND 
PRACTICE OF HAWKING. By 
E. B. Michell. With 3 Photo- 
gravures by G. E. Lodge, and other 
Illustrations. Demy 8 vo. 10 s. 6d . 

‘ No book is more full and authoritative than 
this handsome treatise.’ 

— Morning Leader. 

H. Gr. Hutchinson. THE GOLFING 
PILGRIM. By Horace G. 
Hutchinson. Crown 8 vo, 6a 

‘ Without this book the golfer’s library will 
be incomplete .’ — Pall Mall Gazette. 

J. Wells. OXFORD AND OXFORD 
LIFE. By Members of the Uni- 
versity. Edited by J. Wells, M. A. , 
Fellow and Tutor of Wadham College. 
Third Edition. Cr. 8 vo. 3A 6d. 

C. Q. Robertson. VOCES ACADE- 
MICS. By C. Grant Robertson, 
M.A., Fellow of All Souls’, Oxford. 
With a Frontispiece. Pott Zvo. 3A 6d. 

‘Decidedly clever and amusing.’— 
A thenoeutn. 

Rosemary Cotes. DANTE’S GAR- 
DEN. By Rosemary Cotes. With 
a Frontispiece. Second Edition . Fcp. 
8 vo. 2 s. 6 d. Leather , 31. 6 d. net , 

‘A charming collection of legends of the 
flowers mentionedby Dante.'— Academy. 

Clifford Harrison. READING AND 
READERS. By Clifford Harri- 
son. Fcp. 8 vo. 2 s. 6d. 

*An extremely sensible little book.’— Man- 
chester Guardian . 


L. Whibley. GREEK OLIGARCH- 
IES: THEIR ORGANISATION 
AND CHARACTER. By L. 
Whibley, M.A., Fellow of Pem- 
broke College, Cambridge. Crown 
Zvo. 6a 

L L. Price. ECONOMIC SCIENCE 
AND PRACTICE. By L. L. Price, 
M.A., Fellow of Oriel College, Ox- 
ford. Crown Zvo, 6a 

J. S. Shedlocls. THE PIANOFORTE 
SONATA : Its Origin and Develop- 
ment. By J. S. Shedlock. Crown 
Zvo . 5 A 

* This work should be in the possession of 
every musician and amateur. A concise 
and lucid history and a very valuable 
work for reference.’— A theneeum . 

A. Hulme Beaman. PONS ASIN- 
ORUM; OR, A GUIDE TO 
BRIDGE. By A. Hulme Bea- 
man. Second Edition. FcapZvo. 2 A 
A practical guide, with many specimen 
games, to the new game of Bridge. 

E. M. Bowden. THE EXAMPLE OF 
BUDDHA : Being Quotations from 
Buddhist Literature for each Day in 
the Year. Compiled by E. M. 
Bowden. Third Edition. i6mo. 

2 A 6 d . 

F. Ware. EDUCATIONAL RE- 
FORM. By Fabian Ware, M.A. 
Crown Zvo. as. 6d. 

Sidney Peel. PRACTICAL LICENS- 
ING REFORM. By the Hon Sid- 
ney Peel, late Fellow of Trinity 
College, Oxford, and Secretary to 
the Royal Commission on the Licens- 
ing Laws. Second Edition . Crown 
Zvo. 1 a 6d. 


Philosophy 


L. T. Hobhouse. THE THEORY OF 
KNOWLEDGE. By L. T. Hob- 
house, Fellow of C.C.C., Oxford. 
Demy Zvo. 21s. 

‘ The most important contribution to 
English philosophy since the publication 
of Mr. Bradleys “Appearance and 
Reality.” '—Glasgow Herald* 


‘In every way an admirable book/— 
Glasgow Herald. 


Y* BusselL THE SCHOOL OF 
PLATO. By F. W. Bussell, D.D., 
Fellow of Brasenose College, Oxford. 
Demy Zvo. ioa 6d, 


W. H. Fairbrother. THE PHILO- 
SOPHY OF T. H. GREEN. By 
W. H. Fairbrother, M.A. Second 
Edition . Cr. Zvo. 3A 6d. 


F. S. Granger. THE WORSHIP 
OF THE ROMANS. By F. S. 
Granger, M.A., Litt.D. Crown 
8vo. 6a 



Messrs. Methuen’s Catalogue 


2 7 


Science 


E. H. Oolbeefc DISEASES OF THE 
HEART. By E. H. Colbeck, 
M.D. With numerous Illustrations. 
Demy 8 vo. 12 s. 

W. 0 . C. Pates. THE SCIENCE OF 
HYGIENE. By W. C. C. Pakes. 
With numerous Illustrations. Demy 
8m 15 s. 

‘A thoroughgoing working text-hook of 
its subject, practical and well-stocked/ 
— Scotsman. 

A. T. Hare. THE CONSTRUC- 
TION OF LARGE INDUCTION 
COILS. By A. T. Hare, M.A. 
With numerous Diagrams. Demy 
8m 6s. 

J. E. Marr. THE SCIENTIFIC 
STUDY OF SCENERY. By J. E. 
Marr, F.R.S., Fellow of St John’s 
College, Cambridge. Illustrated. 
Crown 8m 6 a 

A volume, moderate in size and readable 
in style, which will be acceptable alike 
to the student of geology and geo- 
graphy, and to the tourist .’— A tkenaum. 

J. RitzemaBos. AGRICULTURAL 
ZOOLOGY. By Dr. J. RitzemaBos. 
Translated by J. R. Ainsworth 
Davis, M.A. With an Introduction 
by Eleanor A. Ormerod, F.K.S. 
With 155 Illustrations. Crown 8m 
3A 6d. 

*The illustrations are exceedingly good, 
whilst the information conveyed is in- 
valuable .' — Country Gentleman, 

Ed. von Freudenreich. DAIRY 
BACTERIOLOGY. A Short Manual 
for the Use of Students. By Dr. 


Ed. von Freudenreich, Trans- 
lated by J. R. Ainsworth Davis, 
M.A. Second Edition, Revised. 
Crown 8m 2s. 6d . 

Chalmers Mitchell. OUTLINES OF 
BIOLOGY. By P. Chalmers 
Mitchell, M.A. Illustrated, Cr, 
8 vo, 6s. 

A text-book designed to cover the new 
Schedule issued by the Royal College 
of Physicians and Surgeons. 

George Massee. A MONOGRAPH 
OF THE MYXOGASTRES. By 
George Massee. With 12 Coloured 
Plates. Royal 8m i8a net. 

‘ A work much in advance of any book in 
the language treating of this group of 
organisms. Indispensable to every 
student of the Myxogastres. '—Nature. 

C. Stephenson and F. Suddards. 
ORNAMENTAL DESIGN FOR 
WOVEN FABRICS. By C. 
Stephenson, of the Technical 
College, Bradford, andF. Suddards, 
of the Yorkshire College, Leeds. 
With 65 full-page plates. Demy 8 vo. 
Second Edition. 7s. 6d. 

‘ The book is very ably done, displaying an 
intimate knowledge of principles, good 
taste, and the faculty of clear exposi- 
tion / — Yorkshire Post. 

C. C. Channer and M. E. Roberts. 
LACE-MAKING IN THE MID- 
LANDS, PAST AND PRESENT. 
By C, C. Channer and M. E. 
Roberts. With 16 full-page Illus- 
trations. Crown 8m as. 6d. 

An interesting book, illustrated by fascin 
ating photographs. '—Speaker. 


Theology 


W. S. Inge. CHRISTIAN MYSTI- 
CISM. The Bampton Lectures 
for 1899. By W. R. Inge, M.A., 
Fellow and Tutor of Hertford 


College, Oxford. Demy Svo 12s. 6d. 
net. 

1 It is fully worthy of the best traditions 
connected with the Bampton Lecture- 
ship .’— R ecord. 
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Lady Julian of Norwich. REVELA- 
TIONS OF DIVINE LOVE. By 
the Lady Julian of Norwich. 
Edited by Grace Warrack. Crown 
8 vo. 6j. 

A partially modernised version, from the 
ms.' in the British Museum of a book 
which Dr. Dalgairns terms ‘One of the 
most remarkable books of the Middle 
Ages.’ Mr. Inge in his Bampton Lec- 
tures on Christian Mysticism calls it 
‘ The beautiful but little known Revela- 
tions. * 

R. M. Benson. THE WAY OF HOLI- 
NESS: a Devotional Commentary 
on the 119th Psalm. By R. M. 
Benson, M.A., of the Cowley 
Mission, Oxford. Crown 8vo. 5 s. 

‘His facility is delightful, and his very 
sound and accurate theological sense 
saves him from many of the obvious 
dangers of such a gift. Give him a 
word or a number and at once there 
springs forth a fertile stream of thought, 
never commonplace, usually both deep 
and fresh. For devotional purposes we 
think this book most valuable. Readers 
will find a great wealth of thought if 
they use the book simply as a help to 
meditation.’ — Guardian. 

Jacob Behmen. THE SUPERSENS- 
UAL LIFE. By Jacob Behmen. 
Edited by Bernard Holland, 
Fcap 8 vo. 2 s - &d. 

S. R. Driver. SERMONS ON SUB- 
JECTS CONNECTED WITH 
THE OLD TESTAMENT. By S. 
R. Driver, D.D., Canon of Christ 
Church, Regius Professor of Hebrew 
in the U niversity of Oxford. Cr. Zvo. 
6s. 

*A welcome companion to the author's 
famous “ Introduction.” '—Guardian. 

T. K. Cheyne. FOUNDERS OF OLD 
TESTAMENT CRITICISM. By 
T. K. Cheyne, D.D., Oriel Pro- 
fessor at Oxford. Large Crown Zvo. 
7s , 6d. 

A historical sketch of O. T. Criticism. 
Walter Lock. ST. PAUL, THE 
MASTER-BUILDER. ByWALTER 
Lock, D.D., Warden of Keble 
College. Crown Zvo. 3^. 6d. 

*The essence of the Pauline teaching is 
condensed into little more than a hun- 
dred pages, yet no point of importance 
is overlooked .'—Guardian. 


F. S. Granger. THE SOUL OF A 
CHRISTIAN. By F. S. Granger, 
M.A., LittD. Crown Zvo . 6s. 

A book dealing with the evolution of the 
religious life and experiences. 

‘ A remarkable book .’ — Glasgow Herald. 

‘Both a scholarly and thoughtful book.' — 
Scotsman. 

H. RashdaH DOCTRINE AND 
DEVELOPMENT. By Hastings 
Rashdall, M.A., Fellow and Tutor 
of New College, Oxford, Cr. Zvo. 6s. 

H. H. Henson. APOSTOLIC CHRIS- 
TIANITY: As Illustrated by the 
Epistles of St. Paul to the Corinthians. 
By H. H. Henson, M.A., Fellow of 
All Souls’, Oxford, Canon of West- 
minster. Cr. Zvo. 6s. 

H. H. Henson. DISCIPLINE AND 
LAW. By H. Hensley Henson, 
M.A., Fellow of All Souls', Oxford. 
Fcap. Zvo. 2S. 6d. 

H. H. Henson. LIGHT AND 
LEAVEN : Historical and 
Social Sermons. By H. H. Hen- 
son, M.A. Crown Zvo. 6s. 

J. Houghton Kennedy. ST. PAUL'S 
SECOND AND THIRD 
EPISTLES TO THE CORIN- 
THIANS. With Introduction, Dis- 
sertations, and Notes, by James 
Houghton Kennedy, D.D., 
Assistant Lecturer in Divinity in the 
U niversity of Dublin. Crown Zvo. 61. 

Bennett and Adeney. A BIBLICAL 
INTRODUCTION. By W. H. 
Bennett, M. A. , and W. F. Adeney, 
M.A. Crown Zvo. 7 s. 6d. 

* It makes available to the ordinary reader 
the best scholarship of the day in the 
field of Biblical introduction, we know 
of no book which comes into competi- 
tion with it .'—Manchester Guardian. 

W. H. Bennett. A PRIMER OF 
THE BIBLE. By W. II. Bennett, 
Second Edition. Cr. Zvo. 2s. 6d. 

‘ The work of an honest, fearless, and sound 
critic, and an excellent guide in a small 
compass to the books of die Bible.’— 
M anchester Guardian. 

C. F. G. Masteraan. TENNYSON 
AS A RELIGIOUS TEACHER, 
By C. F. G. Masterman. Crown 
Zvo . 6s. 

1 A thoughtful and penetrating appreciation, 
full of interest and suggestion,’— IVorld. 
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William Harrison. CLOVELLY 
SERMONS. By William Harri- 
son, M.A., late Rector of Clovelly. 
With a Preface by ‘ Lucas Malet.' 
Cr. 8 vo. 3 s. 6d. 

Cecilia Robinson. THE MINISTRY 
OF DEACONESSES. By Deacon- 
ness Cecilia Robinson. With an 
Introduction by the Lord Bishop of 
Winchester. Cr. 8 vo. 3 s. 6d. 

‘A learned and interesting book .'—Scots- 
man. 

E. B. Layard. RELIGION IN BOY- 
HOOD. Notes on the Religious 
Training of Boys. By E. B. 
Layard, M.A. iZmo. is. 

T. Herbert Bindley. THE OECU- 
MENICAL DOCUMENTS OF 
THE FAITH. Edited with Intro- 
ductions and Jtfotes by T. Herbert 
Bindley, B.D., Merton College, 
Oxford. Crown 8 vo. 6s. 

A historical account of the Creeds. 

H. M. Barron. TEXTS FOR SER- 
MONS ON VARIOUS OCCA- 
SIONS AND SUBJECTS. Com- 
piled and Arranged by H. M. Bar- 
ron, B.A., of Wadham College, 
Oxford, with a Preface by Canon 
Scott Holland. Crown 8 vo. 3$. 
6d. 

W. Yorke Fansset. THE DE 
CATECH1ZANDIS RUD1BUS 
OF ST. AUGUSTINE. Edited, 


with Introduction, Notes, etc., by 
W. Yorke Fausset, M.A. Cr. 8 vo. 
3 s. 6d. 

J. H. Bum. THE SOUL’S PILGRIM- 
AGE: Devotional Readings from 
the published and unpublished 
writings of George Body, D.D. 
Selected and arranged by J. H. 
Burn, B.D. Pott 8vo. 2s. 6d. 

F. Weston. THE HOLY SACRI- 
FICE. By F. Weston, M.A., 
Curate of St. Matthew’s, Westmin- 
ster. Pott 8 vo. 6d. net. 

k Kempis. THE IMITATION OF 
CHRIST. By Thomas k Kempis. 
With an Introduction by Dean 
Farrar. Illustrated by C. M. 
Gere. Second Edition. Fcap. 8 vo. 
3-r. 6d. Padded morocco , 5s. 

* Amongst all the innumerable English 
editions of the “Imitation,” there can 
have been few which were prettier than 
this one, printed in strong and handsome 
type, with all the glory of red initials.’ — 
Glasgow Herald. 

J. Keble. THE CHRISTIAN YEAR. 
By John Keble. With an Intro- 
duction and Notes by W. Lock, 
D.D., Warden of Keble College. 
Illustrated by R. Anning Bell. 
Second Edition . Fcap. 8 vo. 3s. 6d. 
Padded morocco . 5s. 

‘The present edition is annotated with all 
the care and insight to be expected from 
Mr. Lock.' — Guardian. 


OxtotD Commentaries 


General Editor, Walter Lock, D.D. 
Ireland’s Professor of Exegesis i 

THE BOOK OF JOB. Edited, with 
Introduction and Notes, by E. C. S. 
Gibson, D. D. , Vicar of Leeds. Demy 
8 vo. 6s. 

* The publishers are to be congratulated on 
the start the series has made.’ — Times. 

‘Dr. Gibson’s work is worthy of a high 


, Warden of Keble College, Dean 
n the University of Oxford. 

degree of appreciation. To the busy 
worker and the intelligent student the 
commentary will be a real boon ; and Jt 
will, if we axe not mistaken, be much in 
demand. The Introduction is almost a 
model of concise, straightforward, pre- 
fatory remarks on the subject treated.’ — 
A thenceum. 


Ibatt&boofcs of ttbeoloms 

General Editor, A. Robertson, D.D., Principal of King’s College, London. 


THE XXXIX. ARTICLES OF THE 
CHURCH OF ENGLAND. Edited 
with an Introduction by E. C. S. 
Gibson, D.D., Vicar of Leeds, late 


Principal of Wells Theological Col- 
lege. Second and Cheaper Edition 
in One Volume. Demy Svo. 12s . 6d. 
* We welcome with the utmost satisfaction 
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* A clear and remarkably full account of the 
main currents of speculation. Scholarly 
precision . . . genuine tolerance . . . 
intense interest in his subject— are Mr. 
Ottley’s merits.’ — Guardian. 


a new, cheaper, and more convenient 
edition of Dr. Gibson’s^ book. It was 
greatly wanted. Dr. Gibson has given 
theological students just what they want, 
and we should like to think that it was 
in the hands of every candidate for 
orders. ’ — Guardian* 

AN INTRODUCTION TO THE 
HISTORY OF RELIGION. By 
F. B. Jevons, M.A., Litt.D., Prin- 
cipal of Bishop Hatfield’s Hall. 

Demy Zvo. 10s. 6d. 

* The merit of this book lies in the penetra- 
tion, the singular acuteness and force of 
the author’s judgment. He is at once 
critical and luminous, at once just and 
suggestive. A comprehensive and 
thorough book .’ — Birmingham Post. 

THE DOCTRINE OF THE INCAR- 
NATION. By R. L. Ottley, M. A. , 
late fellow of Magdalen College, 

Oxon. , and Principal of Pusey House. 

In Two Volumes. Demy Zvo. 15*. 

X Ibe Cburcbman’s Xibratg 

General Editor, J. H. BURN, B D., Examining Chaplain to the 
Bishop of Aberdeen. 


AN INTRODUCTION TO THE 
HISTORY OF THE CREEDS. By 
A. E. Burn, B.D., Examining Chap- 
lain to the Bishop of Lichfield. Demy 
Zvo. 10 s. 6d. 

‘ This book may be expected to hold its 
place as an authority on its subject.’ — 
Spectator. 

THE PHILOSOPHY OF RELIGION 
IN ENGLAND AND AMERICA 
By Alfred Caldecott, D.D., 
Demy Zvo . ioj. 6 d . 

* Singularly well-informed, comprehensive, 
and fair .’ — Glasgow Herald. 

C A lucid and informative account, which 
certainly deserves a place in every 
philosophical library.’— Scotsman. 


‘A most able book at once exceeding 
thoughtful and richly suggestive .’— Gla 
gow Herald . 


THE BEGINNINGS OF ENGLISH 
CHRISTIANITY. By W. E. Col- 
lins, M.A. With Map. Cr. Zvo. 

3s. 6 d. 

* An excellent example of thorough and fresh 
historical work.' — Guardian. 

SOME NEW TESTAMENT PRO- 
BLEMS. By Arthur Wright, 

M.A., Fellow of Queen’s College, 

Cambridge. Crown, Zvo. 6s. 

' Real students will revel in these reverent, 
acute, and pregnant essays in Biblical 
scholarship. —Great Thoughts. 

THE KINGDOM OF HEAVEN 
HERE AND HEREAFTER. By 
Canon Winterbotham, M.A., 

B.Sc,, LL.B. Cr. Zvo. 35. 6d. 

Cbe Cbutcbman’s Bible 

General Editor. J. H. BURN, B.D. 

Messrs. Methuen are issuing a series of expositions upon most of the books 
of the Bible, The volumes will be practical and devotional, and the text of the 
authorised version is explained in sections, which will correspond as far as 
possible with the Church Lectionary. 


THE WORKMANSHIP OF THE 
PRAYER BOOK: Its Literary and 
Liturgical Aspects. By J. Dowden, 
D.D., Lord Bishop of Edinburgh. 
Crown Zvo. 3 s. 6d. 

* Scholarly and interesting. '--Manchester 
Guardian. 

EVOLUTION. By F. B. J EVONS, M. A. , 
LittD., Principal of Hatfield Hall, 
Durham. Crown Zvo. 3s. 6d. 

‘ A well-written book, full of sound thinking 
happily expressed .’— Manchester Guar- 
dian. 


THE EPISTLE OF ST. PAUL TO 
THE GALATIANS. Explained by 
A. W. Robinson, Wear of All 
Hallows, Barking. Fcap. Zvo . is. 6d. 
net , 

* The moit attractive, sensible, and instruc- 


tive manual for people at large, which 
we have ever seen .’— Church Gazette. 
ECCLESIASTES. Explained by A. 
W. Streane, D.D. Heap . Zvo . 
is. 6d. net. 

‘Scholarly^ suggestive, and particularly 
interesting. ' — Bookman. 
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THE EPISTLE OF PAUL THE 
APOSTLE TO THE PHILIP- 
PI ANS. Explained by C. R. D. 
Biggs, B.D. Fcap. 8 vo. is. 6d 
net. 

Mr. Biggs’ work is very thorough, and be 


has managed to compress a good deal of 
information into a limited space.' 

— Guardian.. 

THE EPISTLE OF ST. JAMES. 
Edited by H. W. Fulford, M.A. 
Fcap. 8 vo. is. 6 d. net. 


Zbc XlbtatB o t Devotion 

Pott Sve, cloth , 2 s.; leather , 2s. 6 d. net , 

‘This series is excellent.’— T he Bishop of London. 

‘Very delightful.’— T he Bishop of Bath and Wells. 

* Well worth the attention of the Clergy.’— T he Bishop of Lichfield. 

« The new “ Library of Devotion ” is excellent. ’—T he Bishop of Peterborough, 

* Charming.’ — Record. 1 Delightful .’ — Church Bells. 


THE CONFESSIONS OF ST. AU- 
GUSTINE. Newly Translated, 
with an Introduction and Notes, by 
C, Bigg, D.D., late Student of Christ 
Church. Third Edition. 

The translation is an excellent piece of 
English, and the introduction is a mas- 
terly exposition. We augur well of a 
series which begins so satisfactorily.’— 
Times. 

THE CHRISTIAN YEAR. By John 
Keble. With Introduction and 
Notes by Walter Lock, D.D., 
Warden of Keble College, Ireland 
Professor at Oxford. 

THE IMITATION OF CHRIST. A 
Revised Translation, with an Introduc- 
tion, by C. Bigg, D.D., late Student 
of Christ Church. Second Edition . 

A practically new translation of this book, 
which the reader has, almost for the first 
time, exactly in the shape in which it 
left the hands of the author. 

A BOOK OF DEVOTIONS. By J. 
W. Stanbridge, B.D., Rector of 
Bainton, Canon of York, and some- 
time Fellow of St. John's College, 
Oxford. 

( It is probably the best hook of its kind. 1 1 
deserves high commendation.’ — Church 
Gazette . 

LYRA INNOCENTIUM. By John 
Keble. Edited, with Introduction 
and Notes, by Walter Lock, D.D., 
Warden of Keble College, Oxford. 

4 This sweet and fragrant book has never 


been published more attractively.’— 
Academy. 

A SERIOUS CALL TO A DEVOUT 
AND HOLY LIFE. By William 
Law. Edited, with an Introduction, 
by C. Bigg, D.D., late Student of 
Christ Church. 

This is a reprint, word for word and line for 
line, of the Editio Princeps. 

THE TEMPLE. By George Her- 
bert. Edited, with an Introduction 
and Notes, by E. C. S. Gibson, 
D.D. , Vicar of Leeds. 

This edition contains Walton’s Life of 
Herbert, and the text is that of the first 
edition. 

A GUIDE TO ETERNITY. By 
Cardinal Bona. Edited, with an 
Introduction and Notes, by J. W. 
Stanbridge, B.D., late Fellow of 
St. John’s College, Oxford. 

THE PSALMS OF DAVID. With an 
Introduction and Notes by B. W. 
Randolph, D.D., Principal of the 
Theological College, Ely. 

A devotional and practical edition of the 
Prayer Book version of the Psalms. 

LYRA APOSTOLICA. With an In- 
troduction by Canon Scott Hol- 
land, and Notes by H. C. Beech- 
ing, M.A. 

THE INNER WAY. Being Thirty- 
six Sermons for Festivals by John 
Tauler. Edited, with an Introduc- 
tion, by A. W. Hutton, M.A, 
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XeaDets of IReltafon 

Edited by H. C. BEECHING, M. A. With Portraits, Crown Svo. 3s. 6d. 
A series of short biographies of the most prominent leaders of religious 
life and thought of all ages and countries. 


The following are ready — 
CARDINAL NEWMAN. By R. H. 
Hutton. 

JOHN WESLEY. By J. H. Over- 
ton, M.A. 

BISHOP WILBERFORCE. By G. 

W. Daniell, M.A. 

CARDINAL MANNING. By A. W. 
Hutton, M.A. 

CHARLES SIMEON. By H. C. G. 
Moule, D.D. 

JOHN KEBLE. By Walter Lock, 
D.D. 

THOMAS CHALMERS. By Mrs. 

Oliphant. 

LANCELOT ANDREWES. By R. 
L. Ottley, M.A. 


AUGUSTINE OF CANTERBURY. 

By E. L. Cutts, D.D. 

WILLIAM LAUD. By W. H. 
Hutton, M.A. 

JOHN KNOX. By F. MacCunn. 
JOHN HOWE. By R. F. Horton, 
D.D. 

BISHOP KEN. By F. A. Clarke, 
M.A. 

GEORGE FOX, THE QUAKER. 

ByT. Hodgkin, D.C.L. 

JOHN DONNE. By Augustus 
Jessopp, D.D. 

THOMAS CRANMER. By. A. J. 

Mason. 

BISHOP LATIMER. By R. M. Car- 
lyle and A. J. Carlyle, M.A. 


Other volumes will be announced in due course. 


Fiction 


Marie Corelli's Novels 


Crown Svo. 

A ROMANCE OF TWO WORLDS. 

Twenty-Second Edition. 

VENDETTA. Seventeenth Edition . 

THELMA. Twenty-Fifth Edition . 

ARDATH: THE STORY OF A 
DEAD SELF. Thirteenth Edition. 

THE SOUL OF LILITH. Tenth 
Edition. 

WORMWOOD. Eleventh Edition. 

BARABBAS : A DREAM OF THE 
WORLD’S TRAGEDY. Thirty- 
sixth Edition. 

‘ The tender reverence of the treatment 
and the imaginative beauty of the. writ- 
ing have reconciled us to the daring of 
the conception, and the conviction is 
forced on us that even so exalted a sub- 
ject cannot be made too familiar to us, 
provided it be presented in the true spirit 
of Christian faith. The amplifications 
of the Scripture narrative are often con- 
ceived witn high poetic insight, and this 
“Dream of the World’s Tragedy” is 
a lofty and not inadequate paraphrase 
of the supreme climax of the inspired 
narrative . ’ — Dublin Review. 

THE SORROWS OF SATAN. 
Forty-Fourth Edition . 

* A very powerful piece of work. . . . The 


6 s. each . 

conception is magnificent, and is likely 
to win an abiding place within the 
memory of man. . . . The author has 
immense command of language, and a 
limitless audacity. . . . This interesting 
and remarkable romance will live long 
after much of the ephemeral literature 
of the day is forgotten. ... A literary 
phenomenon . . . novel, and even sub- 
lime.’— W. T. Stead in the Review 
of Reviews, 

THE MASTER CHRISTIAN. 

[160 th Thousand. 

‘It cannot be denied that “The Master 
Christian ” is a powerful book ; that it is 
one likely to raise uncomfortable ques- 
tions in all but the most self-satisfied 
readers, and that it strikes at the root 
of the failure of the Churches— the decay 
of faith— in a manner which shows the 
inevitable disaster heaping up . . , The 
good Cardinal Bonpri is a beautiful 
figure, fit to stand beside the good 
Bishop in “ Les Misdrables ”... The 
chapter in which the Cardinal appears 
with Manuel before Leo xm. is char- 
acterised by extraordinary realism and 
dramatic intensity ... It is a book with 
a serious purpose expressed with abso- 
lute unconventionality and passion * . . 
And this is to say it is a book worth 
reading.’— Exam ner 
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Anthony Hope’s Hovels 


Crown 8vo 

THE GOD IN THE CAR. Ninth 
Edition. 

‘A very remarkable book, deserving of 
critical analysis impossible within our 
limit ; brilliant, but not superficial ; 
well considered, but not elaborated ; 
constructed with the proverbial art that 
conceals, but yet allows itself to be 
enjoyed by readers to whom fine literary 
method is a keen pleasure. ’— The World. 

A CHANGE OF AIR, Sixth Edition, 

‘A graceful, vivacious comedy, true to 
human nature. The characters are 
traced with a masterly hand .' — Times 

A MAN OF MARK. Fifth Edition. 

‘Of all Mr, Hope's books, “A Man of 
Mark" is the one which best compares 
with “The Prisoner of Zenda.'”— 
National Observer . 

THE CHRONICLES OF COUNT 
ANTONIO. Fourth Edition. 

4 It is a perfectly enchanting story of love 
and chivalry, and pure romance. The 
Count is the most constant, desperate, 
and modest and tender of lovers, a peer- 
less gentleman, an intrepid fighter, a 


6s. each . 

faithful friend, and a magnanimous foe. * 
—Guardian. 

PHROSO. Illustrated by H. R. 
Millar. Fifth Edition. 

* The tale is thoroughly fresh, quick with 

vitality, stirring the blood.’— St. James’s 
Gazette. 

SIMON DALE. Illustrated. Fifth 
Edition . 

‘There is searching analysis of human 
nature, with a most ingeniously con- 
structed plot. Mr. Hope has drawn the 
contrasts of his women with marvellous 
subtlety and delicacy.’ — Times . 

THE KING’S MIRROR. Third 
Edition. 

‘ In elegance, delicacy, and tact it ranks 
with the best of his novels, while in the 
wide range of its portraiture and the 
subtilty of its analysis it surpasses all his 
earlier ventures. ’ — Spectator. 
QUISANTE. Third Edition. 

* The book is notable for a very high liter- 

ary quality, and an impress of power 
and mastery on every page .’-— Daily 
Chronicle. 


Gilbert Parker’s Novels 

Crown 8vo. 6s. each . 


PIERRE AND HIS PEOPLE. 

Fifth Edition. 

* Stories happily conceived and finely ex- 

ecuted. There is strength and genius in 
Mr. Parker’s style.’ — Daily Telegraph. 

MRS. FALCHION. Fourth Edition. 

* A splendid study of character.' — 

A thenceunt . 

THE TRANSLATION OF A 
SAVAGE. Second Edition , 

‘The plot is original and one difficult to 
work out ; but Mr. Parker has done it 
with great skill and delicacy. ' 

•—Daily Chronicle . 

THE TRAIL OF THE SWORD. 
Illustrated. Seventh Edition. 

* A rousing and dtamatic tale. A book like 

this, in which swords flash, great sur- 
prises are undertaken, and daring deeds 
done { in which men and women live and 
love in the old passionate way, is a joy 
inexpressible.' — Daily Chronicle . 

WHEN VALMOND CAME TO 
PONTIAC: The Story of a Lost 
Napoleon. Fifth Edition. 

* Here we find romance— real, breathing, 

living romance. The character of Val- 


mond is drawn unerringly. '—Pall Mall 
Gazette. 


AN ADVENTURER OF THE 
NORTH : The Last Adventures of 
* Pretty Pierre.’ Second Edition. 

* The present book is full of fine and mov- 
ing stories of the great North, and it 
will add to Mr. Parker’s already high 
reputation .’— Glasgow Herald. 

THE SEATS OF THE MIGHTY. 
Illustrated. Eleventh Edition f 
Mr. Parker has produced a really fine 
historical novel.’ — Atheneeum. 

‘ A great book .’— Black and White. 

THE BATTLE OF THE STRONG: 


a Romance of Two Kingdoms. 
Illustrated. Fourth Edition. 


* Nothing more vigorous or more human has 
come from Mr. Gilbert Parker than this 
novel. It has all the graphic power of 
his last book, with truer feeling for the 
romance, both of human life and wild 
nature.’— Literature. 

THE POMP OF THE LAVILET- 
TES. Second Edition. 3 *. 6d, 
‘Unforced pathos, and a deeper know- 
ledge of human nature than Mr. Parker 
has ever displayed before .’ — Pall Mall 
Gazette . 
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S. Baring Gould’s Novels 

Crown Zvo. 6s. each. 


ARMINELL. Fifth Edition. 
URITH. Fifth Edition. 

IN THE ROAR OF THE SEA. 
Seventh Edition . 

MRS. CURGENVEN OF CURGEN- 
VEN. Fourth Edition. 

CHEAP JACK ZITA. Fourth Edition. 
THE QUEEN OF LOVE. Fifth 
Edition. 

MARGERY OF QUETHER. Third 
Edition. 

JACQUETTA. Third Edition. 
KITTY ALONE. Fifth Edition. 
NOltMI. Illustrated. Fourth Edition. 


THE BROOM-SQUIRE. Illustrated. 
Fourth Edition. 

THE PENNYCOMEQUICKS 
Third Edition. 

DARTMOOR IDYLLS. 

GUAVAS THE TINNER. Illus- 
trated, Second Edition . 

BLADYS. Illustrated. Second Edition. 

DOMITIA. Illustrated. Second Edi- 
tion. 

PABO THE PRIEST. 

WINEFRED, Illustrated. Second 
Edition. 

THE FROBISHERS. 


Conan Doyle. ROUND THE RED 
LAMP. By A. Conan Doyle. 
Seventh Edition. Crown 8 vo. 6s. 

* The book is fax and away the best view 
that has been vouchsafed us behind the 
scenes of the consulting-room.’ — Illus- 
trated London News . 

Stanley Wcyman. UNDER THE 
RED ROBE. By Stanley Wey- 
man, Author of ‘A Gentleman of 
France.’ With Illustrations by R. C. 
Woodville. Sixteenth Edition. 
Crown 8 vo. 6s. 

‘ Every one who reads books at all must 
read this thrilling romance, from the 
first page of which to the last the breath- 
less reader is haled along. An inspira- 
tion of manliness and courage .’— Daily 
Chronicle. 

Lucas Malet. THE WAGES OF 
SIN. By Lucas Malet. Thir- 
teenth Edition . Crown Zvo. 6 l 

Lucas Malet. THE CARISSIMA. 
By Lucas Malet, Author of ‘ The 
Wages of Sin/ etc. Fourth Edition. 
Crown Zvo. 6s. 

Lucas Malet THE GATELESS 
BARRIER. By Lucas Malet, 
Author of ‘The Wages of Sin.’ 
Fourth Edition, Crown Zvo. 6s. 

1 The story is told with a sense of style and a 
dramatic vigour that makes it a pleasure 
to read. The workmanship arouses en- 
thusiasm.’ — Times. 

W. W. Jacobs. A MASTER OF 
CRAFT. By W. W. Jacobs. 


Author of ‘Many Cargoes/ Illus- 
trated. Fourth Edition. Crown 
Zvo. 3x. 6d. 

‘ Can be unreservedly recommended to all 
who have not lost their appetite for 
wholesome laughter. '—Spectator. 

‘The best humorous book published for 
many a toy.' —Black and White. 

W. W. Jacobs. MANY CARGOES. 
By W. W. Jacobs. Twenty-fifth 
Edition. Crown Zvo. 3 s. 6d. 

W.W. Jacobs. SEA URCHINS. By 
W. W. Jacobs. Crown Zvo. 3L 6d. 
EdnaLyalL DERRICK VAUGHAN, 
NOVELIST. 42 nd thousand. By 
Edna Lyall. Crown Zvo. 3 s. 6a. 
George Gissing. THE TOWN TRA- 
VELLER. By George Gissing, 
Author of 1 Demos/ ‘In the Year of 
Jubilee/ etc. Second Edition. Cr. 
Zvo . 6s. 

‘It is a bright and witty book above all 
things. Polly Sparkes is a splendid bit 
of work I— Pall Mall Gazette. 

‘ The spirit of Dickens is in it.’ — Bookman, 
George Gissing. THE CROWN OF 
LIFE. By George Gissing, Author 
of ‘ Demos/ ‘ The Town Traveller/ 
etc. Crown Zvo. 6s. 

Henry James. THE SOFT SIDE. 
By Henry James, Author of ‘What 
Maisie Knew/ Second Edition . 
Crown Zvo. 6s. 

‘ The amazing cleverness marks the great 
worker. '—Speaker. 
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H. James. THE SACRED FOUNT. I relief . . , a most artistic and satis* 


By Henry James, Author of * What 
Maisie Knew.’ Crowfi Svo. 6s . 

‘ “ The Sacred Fount” is only for the few, 
but they will prize it highly, for it is 
worthy of its illustrious author.’— Pall 
Mall Gazette . 

S. R. Crockett. LOCHINVAR. By 
S. R. Crockett, Author of ‘The 
Raiders/ etc. Illustrated. Second 
Edition* Crown 8vo. 6s* 

' Full of gallantry and pathos, of the clash 
of arms, and brightened by episodes 
of humour and love . ' — Westminster 
Gazette. 

S. R. Crockett. THE STANDARD 
BEARER. By S. R. Crockett. 
Crown 8vo. 6s. 

* A delightful tale.'— Speaker. 

‘ Mr. Crockett at his host.' —Literature. 

Arthur Morrison. TALES OF 
MEAN STREETS. By Arthur 
Morrison. Fifth Edition. Cr. 
8vo. 6s. 

Told with consummate art and extra- 
ordinary detail. In the true humanity 
of the book lies its justification, the 
permanence of its interest, and its in- 
dubitable triumph .’ — A tkenaum. 

‘A great book. The author’s method is 
amazingly effective, and produces a 
thrilling sense of reality. The writer 
lays upon us a master hand. The book 
is simply appalling and irresistible in 
its interest. _ It is humorous also ; with- 
out humour it would not make the mark 
it is certain to make.'— World. 

Arthur Morrison. A CHILD OF 

THE JAGO. By Arthur Morri- 
son. Third Edition. Cr. 8 vo. 6s. 

* The book is a masterpiece. '—Pall Mall 

Gazette. 

4 Told with great vigour and powerful sim- 
plicity.'—^ thenerum, 

Arthur Morrison. TO LONDON 

TOWN. By Arthur Morrison, 
Author of ‘Tales of Mean Streets/ 
etc. Second Edition. Crown 8 vo* 6j. 
‘ We have idyllic pictures, woodland scenes 
full of tenderness and grace. . . . This 
is the new Mr. Arthur Morrison gracious 
and tender, sympathetic and human/ — 
Daily Telegraph. 

Arthur Morrison. CUNNING 
MURRELL. By Arthur Mor- 
rison, Author of ‘A Child of the 
Jago/ e.c. Crown 8 vo* 6s. 

‘The plot hangs admirably. The dialogue 
is perfect / — Daily Mail. 

‘Admirable. . . . Delightful humorous 


factory achievement. '—Spectator. 

Max Pemberton. THE FOOTSTEPS 
OF A THRONE. By Max Pem- 
berton. Illustrated. Second Edi- 
tion. Crown 8 vo. 6j*. 

1 A story of pure adventure, with a sensa- 
tion on every page/ — Daily Mail. 

M. Sutherland. ONE HOUR AND 
THE NEXT. By The Duchess 
of Sutherland. Third Edition . 
Crown 8 vo. 6*. 

‘Passionate, vivid, dramatic. '—Literafui e. 

Mrs. * Clifford. A FLASH OF 
SUMMER. By Mrs. W. K. Clif- 
ford, Author of ‘Aunt Anne/ etc. 
Second Edition. Crown 8 vo. 6s. 

* The story is a very beautiful one, exquis- 

itely told. '—Speaker. 

Emily Lawless. HURRISH. By the 
Honble. Emily Lawless, Author of 
* Maelcho, * etc. Fifth Edition. Cr. 
8vo. 6s. 

Emily Lawless. MAELCHO : a Six- 
teenth Century Romance. By the 
Honble. Emily Lawless. Second 
Edition. Crown 8 vo. 6s. 

* A really great book/— Spectator. 

Emily Lawless. TRAITS AND 

CONFIDENCES. By the Honble. 
Emily Lawless. Crown 8 vo. 6s. 

Eden Phillpotts. LYING PRO- 
PHETS. By Eden Phillpotts. 
Crown 8 vo. 6s. 

Eden Phillpotts. CHILDREN OF 
THE MIST. By Eden Phillpotts. 
Crown 8 vo. 6s. 

Eden Phillpotts. THE HUMAN 

BOY. By Eden Phillpotts, Author 
of ‘Children of the Mist/ With a 
Frontispiece, Fourth Edition. Crown 
8 vo. 6s. 

‘ Mr. Phillpotts knows exactly what school- 
boys do, and can lay bare their inmost 
thoughts; likewise he shows an all-per- 
vading sense of humour/ — Academy. 

Eden Phillpotts. SONS OF THE 
MORNING. By Eden Phill- 
potts, Author of ‘ The Children of 
the Mist.’ Second Edition. Crown 
8vo. 6s. 

‘A book of strange power and fascination/ 
—Morning- Post. 

* Inimitable humour.’ — Daily Graphic . 
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Jane Barlow. A CREEL OF IRISH 
STORIES. By Jane Barlow, 
Author of ‘Irish Idylls.' Second 
Edition. Crown 8vo. 6s. 

‘Vivid and singularly real.' — Scotsman. 

Jane Barlow. FROM THE EAST 
UNTO THE WEST. By Jane 
Barlow. Crown Bvo. 6s. 

Z. H. Findlater. THE GREEN 

GRAVES OF BALGOWRIE. By 
Jane H. Findlater. Fourth 

Edition. Crown 8vo. 6s. 

‘A powerful and vivid story.’— Standard. 

‘ A beautiful story, sad and strange as truth 
itself.’ — Vanity Fair. 

‘A singularly original, clever, and beautiful 
story.’— Guardian. 

‘ Reveals to us a new writer of undoubted 
faculty and reserve force.’— Spectator. 
‘An exquisite idyll, delicate, affecting, and 
beautiful.’ — Black and White. 

Z. H. Fiadlater. A DAUGHTER 
OF STRIFE. By Jane H. Find- 
later. Crown 8 vo. 6s. 

J. H. Findlater. RACHEL. By 
Jane H. Findlater. Second 
Edition. Crown 8 vo. 6s. 

‘ A not unworthy successor to “ The Green 
Graves of Balgowrie.” '—Critic. 

Z. H. and Mary Findlater. TALES 
THAT ARE TOLD. By Jane H. 
Findlater, and Mary Findlater. 
Crown 8 vo. 6s. 

‘Delightful and graceful stories for which 
we have the warmest welcome.’— 
Literature. 

Mary Findlater. A NARROW WAY. 
By Mary Findlater, Author of 
‘Over the Hills.’ Third Edition. 
Crown 8 vo. 6s. 

‘ A wholesome, thoughtful, and interesting 
novel.’ — Morning Post. 

* Singularly pleasant, full of quiet humour 

and tender sympathy.’ — Manchester 
Guardian . 

Mary Findlater. OVER THE 
HILLS. By Mary Findlater. 
Second Edition . Cr. 8 vo. 6s. 

* A strong and wise hook of deep insight and 

unflinching truth.' — Birmingham Post. 

Mary Findlater. BETTY MUS- 
GRAVE. . By Mary Findlater. 
Second Edition . Crown 8 vo. 6s. 

1 Handled with dignity and delicacy. . . . 
A most touching story.’— Spectator, 


Alfred Ollivant. OWD BOB, THE 
GREY DOG OF KENMUIR. By 
Alfred Ollivant. Fifth Edition . 
Cr. 8vo. 6s. 

‘Weird, thrilling, strikingly graphic.’— 
Punch. 

‘ We admire this book. . . . It is one to read 
with admiration and to praise with en- 
thusiasm.’— Bookman. 

‘ It is a fine, open-air, blood-stirring book, 
to be enjoyed by every man and woman 
to whom a dog is dear.' — Literature. 

B. M. Croker. PEGGY OF THE 
BARTONS. By B. M. Croker, 
Author of 'Diana Barrington.’ 
Fifth Edition. Crown 8 vo. 6s. 

* Mrs. Croker excels in the admirably simple, 

easy, and direct flow of her narrative, the 
briskness of her dialogue, and the geni- 
ality of her portraiture.’ — Spectator. 

B. M. Croker. A STATE SECRET. 
By B. M. Croker, Author of * Peggy 
of the Bartons,’ etc. Second Edition. 
Crown 8vo. 3 s. 6d. 

‘Full of humour, and always fresh and 
pleasing.’ — Daily Express. 

‘Ingenious, humorous, pretty, pathetic.’— 
World. 

H. G. Wells, THE STOLEN BA- 
CILLUS, and other Stories. By 
H. G. Wells. Second Edition. 
Crown 8vo. 6s. 

‘ The impressions of a very striking imagina- 
tion.’ — Saturday Review, 

H. G. Wells. THE PLATTNER 
STORY and Others. By H. G. 
Wells. Second Edition. Cr. 8 vo. 
6s. 

‘ Weird and mysterious, they seem to hold 
the reader as by a magic spell.’— Scots* 
man. 

Sara Jeannette Duncan. A VOYAGE 
OF CONSOLATION. By Sara 
Jeannette Duncan, Author of ‘ An 
American Girl in London.’ Illus- 
trated. Third Edition. Cr. 8vo. 6s. 

* The dialogue is full of wit.’ — Globe. 

Sara Jeannette Duncan THE PATH 
OF A STAR. By Sara Jeannette 
Duncan, Author of ‘ A Voyage of 
Consolation.' Illustrated. Second 
Edition, Crown 8 vo. 6s. 

C. F. Keary. THE JOURNALIST. 
By C. F. Keary. Cr. Bvo. dr. 
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W.E. Norris. MATTHEW AUSTIN. 
By W. E. Norris, Author of * Made- 
moiselle de Mersac,' etc. Fourth 
Edition . Crown 8 vo. 6s. 

* An intellectually satisfactory and morally 

bracing novel.’ — Daily Telegraph. 

W. E. Norris. HIS GRACE. By W. E. 
NORRIS. Third Edition. Cr. 8 vo. 
6s. 

W. E. Norris. THE DESPOTIC 
LADY AND OTHERS. By W. E. 
Norris. Crown 8 vo. 6s. 

W. E. Norris. CLARISSA FURIOSA. 
By W. E. Norris. Cr. 8 vo. 6s. 

* As a story it is admirable, as a jeu desprit 

it is capital, as a lay sermon studded 
with gems of wit and wisdom it is a 
model.’ — The World. 

W.E. Norris. GILES INGILBY. By 
W. E. Norris. Illustrated. Second 
Edition. Crown 8 vo. 6s. 

* Interesting, wholesome, and charmingly 

•written/— Glasgow Herald. 

W. E. Norris. AN OCTAVE. By 
W. E. Norris. Second Edition. 
Crown %vo. 6s. 

W. Clark Russell. MY DANISH 
SWEETHEART. By W. Clark 
Russell. Illustrated. Fourth 
Edition. Crown 8 vo. 6s. 

Robert Barr. IN THE MIDST OF 
ALARMS. By Robert Barr. 
Third Edition . Cr. 8 vo. 6s. 

1 A book which has abundantly satisfied us 
by its capital humour. ’—Daily Chronicle . 

Robert Barr. THE MUTABLE 
MANY, By Robert Barr. Second 
Edition . Crown 8 vo. 6s. 

* Very much the best novel that Mr. Barr 

has yet given us. There is much insight 
in it, and much excellent humour. — 
j Daily Chronicle. 

Robert Barr. THE COUNTESS 
TEKLA. By Robert Barr. Third 
Edition. Crown 8vo. 6s. 

‘Of these mediaeval romances, which are 
now gaining ground, "The Countess 
Tekla” is the very best we have seen. 
The story is written in clear English, 
and a picturesque, moving styl e.'—Pall 
Mall Gazette. 

Robert Barr. THE STRONG ARM. 
By Robert Barr, Author of ‘The 
Countess Tekla.' Illustrated, Second 
Edition* 8 vo. 6s* 


C. J. Cutcliffe Hyne. PRINCE 
RUPERT THE BUCCANEER. 
By C. J. Cutcliffe Hyne, Author 
of ‘Captain Kettle.’ With 8 Illus- 
trations by G. Grenville Manton. 
Second Edition . Crown 8vo. 6s. 

A narrative of the romantic adventures of 
the famous Prince Rupert, and of his 
exploits in the Spanish Indies after the 
Cromwellian wars. 

Mrs. Dudeney. THE THIRD 
FLOOR. By Mrs. Dudeney, 
Author of ‘Folly Corner.’ Second 
Edition . Crown 8vo. 6s. 

‘ One of the brightest, wittiest, and most 
entertaining novels published this 
spring.’— Sketch. 

Andrew Balfour. BY STROKE OF 
SWORD. By A. Balfour. Illus- 
trated. Fourth Edition. Cr. 8 vo. 6s. 

* A recital of thrilling interest, told with 

unflagging vigour T— Globe. 

Andrew Balfour. TO ARMS1 By 
Andrew Balfour. Illustrated. 
Second Edition . Crown 8 vo. 6s. 

* The marvellous perils through which Allan 

passes are told in powerful and lively 
fashion. ’ — Pall Mall Gazette. 

Andrew Balfour. VENGEANCE IS 
MINE. By Andrew Balfour, 
Author of ‘By Stroke of Sword.’ 
Illustrated. Crown 8 vo. 6s. 

‘ A vigorous piece of work, well written, and 
abounding in stirring incidents.’— Glas- 
gow Herald. 

R. Hichens. BYEWAYS. By Robert 
Hichens. Author of ‘Flames,* etc. 
Second Edition. Cr. 8 vo. 6s. 

* The work is undeniably that of a man of 

striking imagination. ’~~Daily 1 Yews. 

R. Hichens. TONGUES OF 
CONSCIENCE. By Robert 
Hichens, Author of ‘Flames.* 
Second Edition . Crown 8 vo. 6s. 

‘ Of a strange, haunting quality. ’ — Glasgow 
Herald . 

Stephen Crane. WOUNDS IN 
THE RAIN. War Stories. By 
Stephen Crane, Author of ‘The 
Red Badge of Courage.’ Second 
Edition, Crown 8 vo. 6s. 

* A fascinating volume, '—Spectator. 
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Dorothea Gerard. THE CON- 
QUEST OF LONDON. By 
Dorothea Gerard, Author of 
* Lady Baby.’ Second Edition. Crown 
8 vo. 6i. 

‘ Bright and entertaining.’— Spectator. 
‘Highly entertaining and enjoyable.’— 
Scotsman. 

Dorothea Gerard. THE SUPREME 
CRIME. By Dorothea Gerard. 
Crown 8vo. 6s. 

1 One of the very best plots we have met 
with in recent fiction, and handled with 


that quiet unerring realism which always 
distinguishes the author’s best work.'— 
Academy. 

C. F. Goss. THE REDEMPTION 
OF DAVID CORSON. By C. F. 
GOSS. Third Edition. Crown Zvo. 6s. 

* Dramatic instinct and a vigorous imagina- 
tion mark this soul history of a Quaker 
mystic. * — A ihenaum. 

‘ A really fine book .’— Public O/iftion. 

‘A powerful and original book, and un- 
usually striking.'— Pilot. 

‘Worthy to stand high in the ranks of 
modern fiction.'— Literature. 


OTHER SIX-SHILLING NOVELS 

Crown Sv o. 


A SECRETARY OF LEGATION. 

By Hope Dawlish. 

THE SALVATION SEEKERS. By 

Noel Ainslie. 

STRANGE HAPPENINGS. By W. 

Clark Russell and other Authors. 
THE BLACK WOLFS BREED. 
By Harris Dickson. Illustrated. 
Second Edition, 

BELINDA FITZWARREN. By the 
Earl of Iddesleigh. 
DERWENT’S HORSE. By Victor 
Rousseau. 

ANNE MAULEVERER. By Mrs. 

Caffyn (Iota). 

SIREN CITY. By Benjamin Swift. 
AN ENGLISHMAN. By MARY L. 
Pendbred. 

THE PLUNDERERS. By Morley 
Roberts. 

THE HUMAN INTEREST. By 

Violet Hunt. 

THE KING OF ANDAMAN: A 
Saviour of Society. By J. Mac- 
laren Cobban. 

THE ANGEL OF THE COVE- 
NANT. By J. Maclaren Cobban. 
IN THE DAY OF ADVERSITY. 

By J. Bloundelle-Burton, 
DENOUNCED. By J. BLOUNDELLE- 
Burton. 

THE CLASH OF ARMS. By J. 

Bloundelle-Burton. 

ACROSS THE SALT SEAS. By J. 

Bloundelle-Burton. 


SERVANTS OF SIN. By J. Bloun- 
delle-Burton. 

PATH AND GOAL. Second Edition. 

By Ada Cambridge. 

THE SEEN AND THE UNSEEN. 

By Richard Marsh. 

MARVELS AND MYSTERIES. By 

Richard Marsh. 

ELMSLIE’S DRAG-NET. By E. H. 

Strain. 

A FOREST OFFICER. By Mrs. 

Penny. 

THE WHITE HECATOMB. By 

W. C. Scully. 

BETWEEN SUN AND SAND. By 
W. C. Scully. 

SIR ROBERT’S FORTUNE. By 

Mrs. Oliphant. 

THE TWO MARYS, By Mrs. 

t YPWA OT 

THE LADY’S WALK. By Mrs. 

Oliphant. 

MIRRY-ANN. By Norma Lorxmer. 
JOSIAH'S WIFE. By Norma 
Lorimer. 

THE STRONG GOD CIRCUM- 
STANCE. By Helen Shipton, 
CHRISTALLA. By ESM& Stuart. 
THE DESPATCH RIDER* By 
Ernest Glanville 
AN ENEMY TO THE KING. By 
R. N. Stephens. 

A GENTLEMAN PLAYER. By 

R. N. Stephens. 
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THE PATHS OF THE PRUDENT. 

By J. S. Fletcher. 

THE BUILDERS. By J. S. 
Fletcher. 

DANIEL WHYTE. By A. J. Daw- 
son. 

THE CAPSINA. By E. F. Benson. 
DODO : A DETAIL OF THE DAY. 
By E. F. Benson. 

THE VINTAGE. By E. F. Benson. 

Illustrated by G. P. Jacomb-Hood. 
ROSE A CHARLITTE. By Mae- 
shall Saunders. 

WILLOWBRAKE. By R. Murray 

/'Itt rwt?TCT 

THINGS THAT HAVE HAP- 
PENED. By Dorothea Gerard. 
LONE PINE: A ROMANCE OF 
MEXICAN LIFE. By R. B. 
Townshend. 

WILT THOU HAVE THIS 
WOMAN ? By J. Maclaren 
Cobban. 

A PASSIONATE PILGRIM. By 
Percy White. 

SECRETARY TO BAYNE, M.P. 

By W. Pett Ridge. 

ADRIAN ROME. By E. Dawson 
and A. MOORE. 

GALLIA. By M£nie Muriel 
Dowib. 

THE CROOK OF THE BOUGH. 

By M£nie Muriel Dowie. 

A BUSINESS IN GREAT WATERS. 

By Julian Corbett. 

MISS ERIN. By M. E. Francis. 
ANANIAS* By the Hon. Mrs. Alan 
Brodrick. 

CORRAGEEN IN *98. By Mrs. 
ORPEN. 

THE PLUNDER PIT. By J. Keigh- 
ley Snowden. 

CROSS TRAILS. By Victor Waite. 
SUCCESSORS TO THE TITLE. 

By Mrs. Walford. 

KIRKHAM r S FIND. By Mary 
Gaunt. 

DEADMAN’S. By Mary Gaunt. 
CAPTAIN JACOBUS: A ROMANCE 
OF THE ROAD. By L. Cope Corn- 
ford* 


SONS OF ADVERSITY. By L. Cope 
CORNFORD. 

THE KING OF ALBERIA. By 
Laura Daintrey. 

THE DAUGHTER OF ALOUETTE. 

By Mary A. Owen. 

CHILDREN OF THIS WORLD. 

By Ellen F. Pinsent. 

AN ELECTRIC SPARK. By G. 
Manville Fenn. 

UNDER SHADOW OF THE 
MISSION. By L. S. McChesney. 
THE SPECULATORS. By J. F. 
Brewer. 

THE SPIRIT OF STORM. By 
Ronald Ross. 

THE QUEENSBERRY CUP. By 
Clive P. Wolley. 

A HOME IN INVERESK. By T. 
L. Paton. 

MISS ARMSTRONG’S AND 
OTHER CIRCUMSTANCES. By 
John Davidson. 

DR. CONGALTON'S LEGACY. By 
Henry Johnston. 

TIME AND THE WOMAN. By 
Richard Pryce. 

THIS MAN’S DOMINION. By the 
Author of * A High Little World.’ 
DIOGENES OF LONDON. By H. 

B. Marriott Watson. 

THE STONE DRAGON. By 
R. Murray Gilchrist. 

A VICAR’S WIFE. By Evelyn 
Dickinson. 

ELSA. By E. M 'Queen Gray. 

THE SINGER OF MARLY. By I. 
Hooper. 

THE FALL OF THE SPARROW. 

By M. C. Balfour. 

A SERIOUS COMEDY. By Herbert 

MORRAH. 

THE FAITHFUL CITY. By 
Herbert Morrah. 

IN THE GREAT DEEP. By J. A. 
Barry. 

BIJLI, THE DANCER. By James 
Blythe Patton. 

THE PHILANTHROPIST. By 
Lucy Maynard. 

VAUSSORE. By FRANCIS Brune. 
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THREE-AND-SIXPENNY NOVELS 

Crown Svo. 


THE MESS DECK. By W. F. 
Shannon. 

A SON OF THE STATE. By W. 
Pett Ridge. 

CEASE FIRE1 By J. Maclarln 
Cobban. 

THE KLOOF BRIDE. By Ernest 
Glanville. 

THE LOST REGIMENT. By 
Ernest Glanville. 

BUNTER’S CRUISE. By Charles 
Gleig. Illustrated. 

THE ADVENTURE OF PRIN- 
CESS SYLVIA. By Mrs. C. N. 
Williamson. 

A VENDETTA OF THE DESERT. 
By W. C. Scully. 

SUBJECT TO VANITY. By Mar- 
garet Benson. 

FITZJAMES. By Lilian Street. 
THE SIGN OF THE SPIDER. Fifth 
Edition. By Bertram Mitford. 
THE MOVING FINGER. By Mary 
Gaunt. 

JACO TRELOAR. By J. H. Pearce. 
THE DANCE OF THE HOURS. 
By ‘Vera.’ 

A WOMAN OF FORTY. By EsmiS 
Stuart. 

A CUMBERER OF THE GROUND. 

By Constance Smith. 

THE SIN OF ANGELS. By Evelyn 
Dickinson. 


AUT DIABOLUS AUT NIHIL. 
By X. L. 

THE COMING OF CUCULAIN. 

By Standish O'Grady. 

THE GODS GIVE MY DONKEY 
WINGS. By Angus Evan Abbott. 
THE STAR GAZERS. By G. Man- 
VILLE FENN. 

THE POISON OF ASPS. By R. 
Orton Prowse. 

THE QUIET MRS. FLEMING. By 
R Pryce. 

DISENCHANTMENT. By F. Mabel 
Robinson. 

THE SQUIRE OF WANDALES. 
By A. Shield. 

A REVEREND GENTLEMAN. By 
J. M. Cobban. 

A DEPLORABLE AFFAIR. By 
W. E. Norris. 

A CAVALIER’S LADYE. By Mrs. 

TiTPWTMJ 

THE PRODIGALS. By Mrs 
Olifhant. 

THE SUPPLANTER. By P. Neu- 
mann. 

A MAN WITH BLACK EYE- 
LASHES. By H. A. Kennedy. 

A HANDFUL OF EXOTICS. By 
S. Gordon. 

AN ODD EXPERIMENT. By 
Hannah Lynch. 

TALES OF NORTHUMBRIA. By 
Howard Pease. 


HALF-CROWN NOVELS 

Crown %vo. 

HOVENDEN, V.C. By F. Mabel IN TENT AND BUNGALOW. By 
Robinson. the Author of * Indian Idylls. ' 

THE PLAN OF CAMPAIGN. By MY STEWARDSHIP. By E. 

F. Mabel Robinson. M'Queen Gray. 

MR. BUTLER’S WARD. By F. JACK’S FATHER. By W. E. 

Mabel Robinson. Norris. 

ELI’S CHILDREN. By G. Man- A LOST ILLUSION. By Leslie 

villk Fenn. Keith, 

A DOUBLE KNOT. By G. Man- THE TRUE HISTORY OF JOSHUA 
ville Fenn. DAVIDSON, Christian and Com- 

DlSARMED. By M. Retham munist. By E. Lynn Lynton. 
Edwards* Eleventh Edition. Post 8 m is* 
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Ebe IRovettst 

Messrs Meihuen aic making an interesting experiment which constitutes a 
fresh departure m publishing. They are issuing under the above general title 
a Monthly Series of Novels by popular authors at the price of Sixpence Many 
of these Novels have never been published before. Each Number is as long as 
the average Six Shilling Novel. The first numbers of ‘The Novelist’ are as 
follows — 


I. DEAD MEN TELL NO TALES. 

E. W. Hornung. 

II. JENNIE BAXTER, JOURNA- 

LIST. Robert Barr. 

III. THE INCA’S TREASURE. 

Ernest Glanville. 

IV Out of print. 

V. FURZE BLOOM. S. Baring 

Gould. 

VI. BUNTER’S CRUISE. C 

Gleig. 

VII. THE GAY DECEIVERS 

Arthur Moore. 

VIII. PRISONERS OF WAR. A 

Boyson Weekes. 

IX. Out of print 

X. VELDT AND LAAGER Tales 
of the Transvaal. E. S. Valen- 
tine. 

XI. THE NIGGER KNIGHTS 

F. Norreys Connell. 

XII. A MARRIAGE AT SEA. W. 
Clark Russell. 


XIII. THE POMP OF THE LAVI- 
LETTES. Gilbert Parker. 

XIV. A MAN OF MARK. Anthony 
Hope. 

XV. THE CARISSIMA. Lucas 
Malet. 

XVI. THE LADY’S WALK. Mrs. 
Oliphant. 

XVII. DERRICK VAUGHAN. 
Edna Lyall 

XVIII. IN THE MIDST OF 
ALARMS. Robert Barr. 

XIX. HIS GRACE. W. E. 

Norris. 

XX. DODO. E. F. Benson. 

XXI. CHEAP JACK ZITA. S. 
Baring Gould. 

XXII. WHEN VALMOND CAME 
TO PONTIAC. Gilbert 
Parker. 


^fcetbuen's Stepennp Xlbrarg 

A New Series of Copyright Booh 


I. THE MATABELE CAMPAIGN. 
By Major-General Baden-Powell 

II. THE DOWNFALL OF PREM- 
PEH. By Major-General Baden- 
POWELL. 

Ill MY DANISH SWEETHEART. 
By W. Clark Russell. 


VII. BADEN-POWELL OF MAFE- 
KING: A Biography. By J. S. 
Fletcher. 

VIII. ROBERTS OF PRETORIA. 
By J. S. Fletcher. 

IX THE GREEN GRAVES OF 
B ALGO WRIE. By Jane H. Find- 
later. 


IV IN THE ROAR OF THE SEA. 
ByS Baring-Gould. 

V. PEGGY OF THE BARTONS. 
By B. M. Croker. 


X. THE STOLEN BACILLUS. By 
H. G. Wells. 

XI. MATTHEW AUSTIN. By W. 
E. Norris. 
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Books for Boys and Girls 

A Series of Books by well-known Authors , well illustrated, 

THREE-AND-SIXPENCE EACH 


THE ICELANDER’S SWORD. By 
S. Baring Gould. 

TWO LITTLE CHILDREN AND 
CHING. By Edith E. Cuthell. 
T ODD LEBEN’S HERO. By M. M. 

ONLY A GUARD -ROOM DOG. 
By Edith E. Cuthell. 


THE DOCTOR OF THE JULIET. 
By Harry Collingwood. 

MASTER ROCKAFELLAR’S VOY- 
AGE. By W. Clark Russell. 

SYD BELTON : Or, The Boy who 
would not go to Sea. By G. Man- 
yille Fenn. 


The Peacock Library 

A Series of Books for Girls by well-known Authors , handsomely bounds 
and well illustrated. 


THREE-AND-SIXPENCE EACH 


THE RED GRANGE. By Mrs. 
Molesworth. 

THE SECRET OF MADAME DE 
MONLUC. By the Author of 
‘Mdle. Mori.’ 

OUT OF THE FASHION. By L. 
T. Meade. 


DUMPS. By Mrs. Parr. 

A GIRL OF THE PEOPLE. By 
L. T. Meade. 

HEPSY GIPSY. By L. T. Meade. 
as, 6d. 

THE HONOURABLE MISS. By 
L. T. Meade. 


University Extension Series 

A series of books on historical, literary, and scientific subjects, suitable for 
extension students and home-reading circles. Each volume is complete in 
itself, and the subjects are treated by competent writers in a broad and 
philosophic spirit. 

Edited by J. E. SYMES, M.A., 

Principal of University College, Nottingham. 

Crown 8vo. Price {with some exceptions ) as. 6d. 


The following volumes are ready : — 


THE INDUSTRIAL HISTORY OF 
ENGLAND. By H. DE B. Gibbins, 
Litt.D., M.A., late Scholar of Wad- 
ham College, Oxon., Cobden Prize- 
man. Seventh Edition , Revised. 
With Maps and Plans. 3 s. 

A HISTORY OF ENGLISH POLITI- 
CAL ECONOMY. By L. L. Price, 


M.A., Fellow of Oriel College, Oxon. 
Third Edition. 

PROBLEMS OF POVERTY; An 
Inquiry into the Industrial Condi- 
tions of the Poor. By J. A. Hobson, 
M.A, Fourth Edition . 

VICTORIAN POETS. By A. Sharp. 
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THE FRENCH REVOLUTION. By 
J, E. Symes, M.A. 

PSYCHOLOGY. By F. S. Granger, 
M.A. Second Edition. 

THE EVOLUTION OF PLANT 
LIFE : Lower Forms. By G. 
Masses. With Illustrations. 

AIR AND WATER. By V. B. Lewes, 
M.A. Illustrated. 

THE CHEMISTRY OF LIFE AND 
HEALTH. By C. W. Kimmins, 
M.A. Illustrated, 

THE MECHANICS OF DAILY 
LIFE. By V. P. Sells, M.A. Illus- 
trated. 

ENGLISH SOCIAL REFORMERS. 

By H. DE B. Gibbins, Litt.D., M.A. 
ENGLISH TRADE AND FINANCE 
IN THE SEVENTEENTH CEN- 
TURY. ByW. A. S. Hewins, B.A. 
THE CHEMISTRY OF FIRE. The 
Elementary Principles of Chemistry. 
By M. M. Pattison Muir, M.A. 
Illustrated. 

A TEXT-BOOK OF AGRICUL- 
TURAL BOTANY. By M. C. 
Potter, M.A., F.L.S. Illustrated. 
3 s. 6d. 


THE VAULT OF HEAVEN. A 
Popular Introduction to Astronomy. 
By R. A. Gregory. With numerous 
Illustrations. 

METEOROLOGY. The Elements of 
Weather and Climate. By H. N. 
Dickson, F.R.S.E., F.R. Met. Soc. 
Illustrated. 

A MANUAL OF ELECTRICAL 
SCIENCE. By George J. Burch, 
M.A. , F. R S. With numerous Illus- 
trations. 3 s. 

THE EARTH. An Introduction to 
Physiography. By Evan Small, 
M.A. Illustrated. 

INSECT LIFE. By F. W. Theo- 
bald, M.A. Illustrated. 

ENGLISH POETRY FROM BLAKE 
TO BROWNING. By W. M. 
Dixon, M.A. 

ENGLISH LOCAL GOVERN- 
MENT. By E. Jenks, M.A., Pro- 
fessor of Law at University College, 
Liverpool. 

THE GREEK VIEW OF LIFE. By 
G. L. Dickinson, Fellow of King’s 
College, Cambridge. Second Edition, 


Social Questions of To-day 

Edited by H. db B. GIBBINS, Litt.D., M.A. 
Crown 8vo, 2s. 6d 


The following Volumes of the Series are ready : — 


TRADE UNIONISM— NEW AND 
OLD. By G. Howell. Third 
Edition . 

THE CO-OPERATIVE MOVE- 
MENT TO-DAY. By G. J. Holy- 
OAKE. Second Edition. 

MUTUAL THRIFT. By Rev. J. 

Frome Wilkinson, M.A. 
PROBLEMS OF POVERTY. By J. 
A. HOBSON, M.A. Fourth Edition. 

THE COMMERCE OF NATIONS. 
By C. F. Bast able, M.A,, Professor 
of Economics at Trinity College, 
Dublin. Second Edition. 

THE ALIEN INVASION. By W. 
H. Wilkins, B.A. 


THE RURAL EXODUS. By P. 
Anderson Graham. 

LAND NATIONALIZATION. By 
Harold Cox, B.A. 

A SHORTER WORKING DAY. 
By H. de B. Gibbins, D.Litt., M.A., 
and R. A. Hadfield, of the Hecla 
Works, Sheffield. 

BACK TO THE LAND: An Inquiry 
into the Cure for Rural Depopulation. 
By H. E. Moore. 

TRUSTS, POOLS AND CORNERS. 
By J. Stephen Jeans. 

THE FACTORY SYSTEM. By R. 
W. Cooke-Taylor. 
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THE STATE AND ITS CHIL- 
DREN. By Gertrude Tuckwell. 

WOMEN’S WORK. By Lady Dilke, 
Miss Bulley, and Miss Whitley. 

SOCIALISM AND MODERN 
THOUGHT. By M. Kaufmann. 

THE HOUSING OF THE WORK- 
ING CLASSES. By E. Bowmaker. 

MODERN CIVILIZATION IN 
SOME OF ITS ECONOMIC 
ASPECTS. By W. Cunningham, 
D.D., Fellow of Trinity College, 
Cambridge. 


THE PROBLEM OF THE UN- 
EMPLOYED. By J. A. Hobson, 
B.A. 

LIFE IN WEST LONDON. By 
Arthur Sherwell, M.A. Third 
Edition. 

RAILWAY NATIONALIZATION. 
By Clement Edwards. 

WORKHOUSES AND PAUPER- 
ISM. By Louisa Twining. 

UNIVERSITY AND SOCIAL 
SETTLEMENTS. By W. REASON, 


M.A. 

Classical Translations 


Edited by H. F. FOX, M.A., Fellow and Tutor of Brasenose College, Oxford. 


.dESCHYLUS — Agamemnon, Choe- 
phoroe, Eumenides. Translated by 
Lewis Campbell, LL.D., late Pro- 
fessor of Greek at St. Andrews. $s. 

CICERO— De Oratore I. Translated 
by E. N. P. Moor, M.A. 3s. 6d, 

CICERO— Select Orations (Pro Milone, 
Pro Murena, Philippic II. , In Catili- 
nam). Translated by H. E. D. 
Blakiston, M.A., Fellow and Tutor 
of Trinity College, Oxford. 5J. 

CICERO— De Natura Deorum. Trans- 
lated by F. Brooks, M.A., late 
Scholar of Balliol College, Oxford. 
3s. 6d. 

CICERO DE OFFICIIS. Translated 
byG. B. Gardiner, M.A. Crown 
Bvo. 2 s. 6 d. 


HORACE : THE ODES AND 
EPODES. Translated by A. 
Godley, M.A., Fellow of Magdalen 
College, Oxford. 2 s. 

LUCIAN— Six Dialogues (Nigrinus, 
Icaro - Menippus, The Cock, The 
Ship, The Parasite. The Lover of 
Falsehood). Translated by S. T. 
Irwin, M.A., Assistant Master at 
Clifton ; late Scholar of Exeter 
College, Oxford. 3 s. 6d . 
SOPHOCLES — Electra and Ajax. 
Translated by E. D. A. Morshead, 
M.A., Assistant Master at Win- 
chester. as. 6d. 

TACITUS — Agricola and Germania. 
Translated by R. B. Townshend, 
late Scholar of Trinity College, Cam- 
bridge. as. 6 d. 


Educational Books 


CLASSICAL 


THE NICOMACHEAN ETHICS 
OF ARISTOTLE. Edited with an 
Introduction and Notes by John 
Burnet, M.A., Professor of Greek 
at St. Andrews. Demy Bvo. 15^ 
net. 

< * We must content ourselves with saying, in 
conclusion, that we have seldom, if ever, 
seep an edition of any classical author in 
which what is held in common with other 
commentators is so^clearly and shortly 
put, and what is original is (with equal 
brevity) of such value and interest* 

-Pilot. 


THE CAPTIVI OF PLAUTUS. 
Edited, with an Introduction, Textual 
Notes, and a Commentary, by W. 
M. Lindsay, Fellow of Jesus College, 
Oxford. Demy Bvo, 10 s. 6d. net. 

For this edition all the important MRS. have 
been re-collated. An appendix deals 
with the accentual element in early 
Latin verse. The Commentary is very 
full. 

1 A work of great erudition and fine scholar- 
ship, ’—Scotsman. 
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A GREEK ANTHOLOGY. Selected 
by E. C. March ant, M.A., Fellow 
of Peterhouse, Cambridge, and Assis- 
tant Master at St, Paul's School, 
Crown 8 vo. 3 s. 6d. 

PASSAGES FOR UNSEEN TRANS- 
LATION. By E. C. Marchant, 
M.A., Fellow of Peterhouse, Cam- 
bridge ; and A, M. Cook, M.A., late 
Scholar of Wadliam College, Oxford ; 
Assistant Mastm at St. Paul’s School. 
Crown Bvo. 3 s. 6d. 

‘ We know no book of this class better fitted 
for use in the higher forms of schools.'— 
Guardian* 

TACITI AGRTCOLA. With Intro- 
auction, Notes, Map, etc. By R. F. 
Davis, M.A., Assistant Muster at 
Weymouth College. Crown 8 vo. as. 

TACITI GERMANIA. By the same 
Editor. Crown Bvo. 2 s. 

HERODOTUS : EASY SELEC- 
TIONS. With Vocabulary. By A. C. 
Liddell, M.A. Fcap. Bvo. is. 6d. 

SELECTIONS FROM THE ODYS- 
SEY, By E. D. Stone, M.A., late 
Assistant Master at Eton. Fcap. Bvo. 
u. 6d. 

P LAUTUS: THE CAPTIVI. 
Adapted for Lower Forms by J. II. 


Freese, M.A., late Fellow of St. 
John’s, Cambridge, is. 6d. 
DEMOSTHENES AGAINST 
CONON AND CALLICLES. 
Edited with Notes and Vocabulary, 
by F. Darwin Swift, M.A. Fcap. 
Bvo. 2S. 

EXERCISES IN LATIN ACCI- 
DENCE. By S. E. Winbolt, 
Assistant Master in Christ’s Hospital. 
Crown Bvo. is. 6d. 

An elementary book adapted for Lower 
Forms to accompany the shorter Latin 
primer. 

NOTES ON GREEK AND LATIN 
SYNTAX. ByG. Buckland Green, 
M.A. , Assistant Master at Edinburgh 
Academy, late Fellow of St. John’s 
College, Oxon. Crown Bvo. 3 s. 6d. 
Notes and explanations on the chief diffi- 
culties of Greek and Latin Syntax, with 
numerous passages for exercise. 

NEW TESTAMENT GREEK. A 
Course for Beginners. By G. Rod- 
well, B.A. With a Preface by 
Walter Lock, D.D., Warden of 
Keble College. Fcap. Bvo. 3*. 6d. 

THE FROGS OF ARISTOPHANES. 
Translated by E. W. Huntingford, 
M. A., Professor of Classics in Trinity 
College, Toronto. Cr. Bvo. as. 6d. 


GERMAN 


A COMPANION GERMAN GRAM- 
MAR. By H. DE B. Gibbins, D. Litt. , 
M.A,, Headmaster at Kidderminster 
Grammar School. Crown Bvo. is. 6d. 


GERMAN PASSAGES FOR UN- 
SEEN TRANSLATION. By E. 
M ‘Queen Gray. Crown Bvo. 
as. 6d, 


SCIENCE 


general elementary 

SCIENCE, By J. T. Dunn, D. Sc, , 
and V. A. Mundklla. With 114 
Illustrations. Crown Bvo. 3s. 6d. 

[Methuen's Science Primers. 

THE WORLD OF SCIENCE, In- 
cluding Chemistry, Heat, Light, 
Sound, Magnetism, Electricity, 
Botany, Zoology, Physiology, As- 
tronomy, and Geology. Bv R. 


Elliott Steel, M.A., F.C.S. 147 
Illustrations. Second Edition. Cr. 
Bvo. as. 6d. 

THE PRINCIPLES OF MAGNET- 
ISM AND ELECTRICITY: an 
Elementary Text-Book. By P. L. 
Gray, B.Sc., formerly Lecturer in 
Physics in Mason University College, 
Birmingham. With 181 Diagrams. 
Crown Bvo . 3 s. 6d. 
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CeEtboofts of Uecbnologg 

Edited by Professors GARNETT and WERTHEIMER. 


HOW TO MAKE A DRESS. By J. 
A. E. Wood. Illustrated . Second 
Edition . Cr. Zvo. xs. 6 d . 
CARPENTRY AND JOINERY. By 
F. C. Webber. With many Illustra- 
tions. Second Edition . Cr, Zvo. 3 s. 6 d. 
‘An admirable elementary text-book on the 
subject. 1 — Builder. 

PRACTICAL MECHANICS. By 
Sidney H. Wells. With 75 Illus- 
trations and Diagrams. Cr.Zvo. 3 s. 6 d. 

PRACTICAL PHYSICS. By H. 
Stroud, D.Sc., M.A., Professor of 
Physics in the Durham College of 


Science, Newcastle-on-Tyne. Fully 
illustrated. Crown Zvo . 3 s. 6 d. 
MILLINERY, THEORETICAL, 
AND PRACTICAL. By Clare 
Hill, Registered Teacher to the 
City and Guilds of London Institute. 
With numerous Diagrams. Crown 
Zvo. 2 s. 

PRACTICAL CHEMISTRY. 
By W. French, M.A., Principal 
of the Storey Institute, Lancaster. 
Part I. With numerous diagrams. 
Crown Zvo. is. 6 d . 

* An excellent and eminently practical little 
book.’ — Schoolmaster . 


ENGLISH 


ENGLISH RECORDS. A Companion 
to the History of England. By H. E. 
Malden, M.A. Crown Zvo. 3L 6 d. 

THE ENGLISH CITIZEN: HIS 
RIGHTS AND DUTIES. ByH. E. 
Malden, M.A. is. 6d. 

A DIGEST OF DEDUCTIVE 
LOGIC. By Johnson Barker, 
B.A. Crown Zvo. 2 s. 6 d. 

A CLASS-BOOK OF DICTATION 
PASSAGES. By W. Williamson, 
B.A. Fifth Edition . Cr. Zvo . is. 6 d. 


A SHORT STORY OF ENGLISH 
LITERATURE. By EMMA S. 
Mellows. Crown Zvo, 3 s. 6 d. 

* A lucid and well-arranged account of the 
growth of English literature.' — JPall 
Mall Gazette. 

TEST CARDS IN EUCLID AND 
ALGEBRA. By D. S. Calder- 
wood, Headmaster of the Normal 
School, Edinburgh. In three packets 
of 40, with Answers, is. Or in 
three Books, price 2 d., 2 d . 7 and 3 d. 

THE METRIC SYSTEM. ByLEON 
DELB0S. Crown Zvo. 2 s. 

A theoretical and practical guide, for use 
in elementary schools and by the general 
reader. 


METHUEN'S COMMERCIAL SERIES 

Edited by H. de B. GIBBINS, Litt.D., M.A. 


BRITISH COMMERCE AND 
COLONIES FROM ELIZABETH 
TO VICTORIA. By H. de B. 
Gibbins, Litt.D., M.A. Third 
Edition. 2s, 

COMMERCIAL EXAMINATION 
PAPERS. By H. de B. Gibbins, 
Litt.D., M.A. is. 6d. 

THE ECONOMICS OF COM- 
MERCE. By H. de B. Gibbins, 
Litt.D., M.A. is. 6 d. 


FRENCH COMMERCIAL COR- 
RESPONDENCE, ByS.E. Bally, 
Master at the Manchester Grammar 
School. Third Edition . 2s. 

GERMAN COMMERCIAL COR- 
RESPONDENCE, ByS. E. Bally. 
With Vocabulary, 2s. 6 d. 

A FRENCH COMMERCIAL 
READER. By S, E, Bally, Second 
Edition . 2s. 
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A GERMAN COMMERCIAL 
READER. By S.E. Bally. With 
Vocabulary. 2 s, 

COMMERCIAL GEOGRAPHY, with 
special reference to the British Em- 
pire. ByL. W. Lyde, M.A. Third 
Edition . 2 s. 

A PRIMER OF BUSINESS. By S. 
Jackson, M.A. Third Ed. is. 6d. 

COMMERCIAL ARITHMETIC. By 
F. G. Taylor, M.A. Third Edition, 
is. 6d . 


PRECIS WRITING AND OFFICE 
CORRESPONDENCE. By E. E. 
Whitfield, M.A. 2 s. 

A GUIDE TO PROFESSIONS AND 
BUSINESS. By H. Jones, is. 6 d. 

THE PRINCIPLES OF BOOK- 
KEEPING BY DOUBLE ENTRY. 
ByJ, E.B.M ‘Allen, M.A. Cr.Svo. 2 s. 

COMMERCIAL LAW. By W. 
Douglas Edwards. 2 s. 


WORKS BY A. M. M. STEDMAN, M.A. 


INITIA LATINA: Easy Lessons on 
Elementary Accidence. Fifth 
Edition . Fcap. 8 vo. is. 

FIRST LATIN LESSONS. Sixth 
Edition . Crown 8vo. 2 s. 

FIRST LATIN READER. With 
Notes adapted to the Shorter Latin 
Primer and Vocabulary. Fifth 
Edition revised. i8mo. is. 6d, 

EASY SELECTIONS FROM 
CAESAR. Part 1. The Helvetian 
War. Second Edition. i8mo. is. 

EASY SELECTIONS FROM LIVY. 
Part X. The Kings of Rome. i8mo. 
Second Edition, is. 6d. 

EASY LATIN PASSAGES FOR UN- 
SEEN TRANSLATION. Seventh 
Edition. Fcap. 8 vo. is. 6d. 

EXEMPLA LATINA. First Lessons 
in Latin Accidence. With Vocabulary. 
Crown 8m is. 

EASY LATIN EXERCISES ON THE 
SYNTAX OF THE SHORTER 
AND REVISED LATIN PRIMER. 
With Vocabulary. Eighth and 
cheaper Edition , re-written. Crown 
8vo. is. 6d. Issued with the consent 
of Dr. Kennedy. Key 3 s. net. 

THE LATIN COMPOUND SEN- 
TENCE: Rules and Exercises, 
Second Edition. Cr.Zvo. is. 6d> With 
Vocabulary, 2 s. 

NOTANDA QUAEDAM : Miscellan- 
eous Latin Exercises on Common 
Rules and Idioms. Fourth Edition. 
Fcap. 8m is. 6d. With Vocabulary. 
2 s. Key, 2 s. net. 


LATIN VOCABULARIES FOR RE- 
PETITION : Arranged according to 
Subjects. Ninth Edition. Fcap. 
8m is. 6d. 

A VOCABULARY OF LATIN 
IDIOMS. i8mo. Second Edition, is. 

STEPS TO GREEK. Second Edition, 
Revised. i8mo. is. 

A SHORTER GREEK PRIMER. 
Crown 8m is. 6d. 

EASY GREEK PASSAGES FOR 
UNSEEN TRANSLATION. Third 
Edition Revised. Fcap. 8m is. 6d. 

GREEK VOCABULARIES FOR 
REPETITION. Arranged accord- 
ing to Subjects, Second Edition . 
Fcap. 8m is. 6d. 

GREEK TESTAMENT SELEC- 
TIONS. For the use of Schools. 
Third Edition . With Introduction, 
Notes, and Vocabulary. Fcap. 8m 
2 s. 6d. 

STEPS TO FRENCH. Fifth Edi- 
tion. i8mo. 8 d. 

FIRST FRENCH LESSONS. Fifth 
Edition Revised. Crown 8vo . is. 

EASY FRENCH PASSAGES FOR 
UNSEEN TRANSLATION. Fourth 
Edition revised. Fcap. 8vo. is. 6d. 

EASY FRENCH EXERCISES ON 
ELEMENTARY SYNTAX. With 
Vocabulary. Second Edition. Crown 
8vo. 2 s, 6d. Key 3*. net. 

FRENCH VOCABULARIES FOR 
REPETITION : Arranged according 
to Subjects. Ninth Edition. Fcap . 
8m is. 



48 


Messrs. Methuen’s Catalogue 


SCHOOL EXAMINATION SERIES 

Edited by A. M. M. STEDMAN, M. A. Crown Svo, 2 s. 6d . 


FRENCH EXAMINATION 
PAPERS IN MISCELLANEOUS 
GRAMMAR AND IDIOMS. By 
A. M. M. STEDMAN, M.A. Eleventh 
Edition . 

A Key, issued to Tutors and 
Private Students only, to be had 
on application to the Publishers. 
Fourth Edition . Crown 8 vo. 
6s. net. 

LATIN EXAMINATION PAPERS 
IN MISCELLANEOUS GRAM- 
MAR AND IDIOMS. By A. M. M. 
STEDMAN, M.A. Tenth Edition. 

Key ( Fourth Edition .) issued as 
above. 6s. net. 


GREEK EXAMINATION PAPERS 
IN MISCELLANEOUS GRAM- 
MAR AND IDIOMS. By A. M. M. 
Stedman, M.A. Sixth Edition. 

Key ( Second Edition ) issued as 
above. 6 j. net. 


GERMAN EXAMINATION 
PAPERS IN MISCELLANEOUS 
GRAMMAR AND IDIOMS. By 
R. J. Morich, Clifton College, 
Fifth Edition. 

Key ( Second Edition ) issued as 
above. 6s. net. 

HISTORY AND GEOGRAPHY EX- 
AMINATION PAPERS. By C. II. 
Spence, M.A., Clifton College. 
Second Edition. 

PHYSICS EXAMINATION 
PAPERS. By R. E. STEEL, M.A., 
F.C.S. 

GENERAL KNOWLEDGE EX- 
AMINATION PAPERS. Bv A. 
M. M. Stedman, M.A. Third 
Edition . 

Key [Second Edition ) issued as 
above, js. net , 

EXAMINATION PAPERS IN 
ENGLISH HISTORY. By J. Tait 
Plowden-Wardlaw, B.A., King's 
College, Cambridge. Crown 8m 

2 .S. 6d. 
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FICTION — continued 

SIR ROBERT’S FORTUNE. By Mrs. Oliphant. 

THE TWO MARYS. By Mrs. Oliphant. 

THE LADY’S WALK. By Mrs. Oliphant. 

OWD BOB, THE GREY DOG OF KENMUIR. By Alfred Ollivant. 
MASTER OF MEN. By E. Phillips Oppenheim. 

THE TRAIL OF THE SWORD. By Gilbert Parker. Illustrated. 
WHEN VALMOND CAME TO PONTIAC. By Gilbert Parker. 

AN ADVENTURER OF THE NORTH. By Gilbert Parker. 

PIERRE AND HIS PEOPLE. By Gilbert Parker. 

MRS. FALCHION. By Gilbert Parker. 

THE SEATS OF THE MIGHTY. By Gilbert Parker. Illustrated. 
THE POMP OF THE LAVILETTES. By Gilbert Parker. 

THE BATTLE OF THE STRONG. By Gilbert Parker. Illustrated. 
THE TRANSLATION OF A SAVAGE. By Gilbert Parker. 

THE FOOTSTEPS OF A THRONE. By Max Pemberton. 

AN ENGLISHMAN. By Mary L. Pendered. 

A FOREST OFFICER. By Mrs. Penny. 

SECRETARY TO BAYNE, M.P. By W. Pett Ridge. 

A SON OF THE STATE. By W. Pett Ridge. 

THE HUMAN BOY. By Eden Phillpotts. 

SONS OF THE MORNING. By Eden Phillpotts. 

CHILDREN OF THE MIST. By Eden Phillpotts. 

LYING PROPHETS. By Eden Phillpotts. 

THE STRIKING HOURS, By Eden Phillpotts. 

FANCY FREE. By Eden Phillpotts. Illustrated. 

FORTUNE’S DARLING. By Walter Raymond. 

THE WOOING OF SHEILA. By Grace Rhys. 

A GALLANT QUAKER. By M. H. Robkrton. Illustrated. 

THE PLUNDERERS. By Morlby Roberts. 

DERWENT’S HORSE. By Victor Rousseau. 

MY DANISH SWEETHEART. By W. Clark Russell. Illustrated. 
STRANGE HAPPENINGS. W. Clark Russell and other Authors. 

ROSE A CHARLITTE. By Marshall Saunders. 

THE WHITE HECATOMB. By W. a Scully. 

BETWEEN SUN AND SAND. By W. C. Scully. 

A VENDETTA OF THE DESERT. By W. C. Scully. 

A GREAT LADY. By Adeline Sergeant. 

THE MESS DECK. By Edgar Shannon. 

THE PLUNDERPIT. By J. Keighley Snowden. 

A GENTLEMAN PLAYER. By R. N. Stephens. 

AN ENEMY TO THE KING. By R. N. Stephens. 

ELMS HE’S DRAG NET. By E. H. Strain. 

FITZJAMES. By Lilian Street. 

A WOMAN OP FORTY. By Esm£ Stuart. 

CH RISTALLA. By Esmj£ Stuart. 

ONE HOUR AND THE NEXT. By the Duchess of Sutherland 
SIREN CITY, By Benjamin Swift. 

ATIIELSTANE FORD. By Allen Upward. 

SUCCESSORS TO THE TITLE. By L. B. Walford. 

THE SKIRTS OF HAPPY CHANCE. By H. B. Marriott Watson. 

I HE STOLEN BACILLUS. By H. G. Wells. 

THE PLATTNER STORY. By H. G. Wells. 

UNDER THE RED ROBE. By Stanley J. Weyman. Illustrated. 

A PASSIONATE PILGRIM. By Percy White. 

THE NEWSPAPER GIRL. By Mrs. Williamson. 

THE ADVEN’IURE OF PRINCESS SYLVIA. By Mrs. C. N. Williamson. 
THE QUEENSBERRY CUP. By Clive Phillips Wolley. 

AUT DIABOLUS AUT NIHIL. I?y X. L. 

TALES OP DUNSTABLE WEIR. By Zack. 
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Grown Guo, 

THE RELIEF OF LADYSMITH. By J. B. Atkins. With Illustrations and 
Maps. 

A BOOK OF FAIRY TALES. Retold by S. Baring-Gould. With 
numerous Illustrations and Initial Letters by Arthur J. Gaskin. 

OLD ENGLISH FAIRY TALES. Collected and Edited by S. Baring- 
Gould. With numerous Illustrations by F. D. Bedford. 

HISTORIC ODDITIES AND STRANGE EVENTS. By S. Baring-Gould. 

STRANGE SURVIVALS AND SUPERSTITIONS. By S. Baring-Gould. 

AN OLD ENGLISH HOME. By S. Baring-Gould. With numerous 
Plans and Illustrations. 

IN THE WEB OF A WAR. By H. F. Prbvost Battersby. With Plans, 
and Portrait of the Author. 

THE DOWNFALL OF THE DERVISHES. By E. N. Bennett. With 
Photogravure Portrait of the Sirdar, Maps and Plans. 

THE RELIEF OF KUMASI. By Captain H. C. Biss. Illustrated. With 
Maps and Illustrations. 

THB BENIN MASSACRE. By Captain Boisragon. With Portrait and Map. 

THE LIFE OF ERNEST RENAN. By Madame Darmbsteter. With 
Portrait. 

LIFE AND PROGRESS IN AUSTRALASIA. By Michael Davitt, M.P. 

ON THE OTHER SIDE OF THE LATCH. By Sara Jeannette Duncan. 

A FRONTIER CAMPAIGN. By the Viscount Fincastle, V.C., and Lieut. 
Eliott-Lockhart. With Map and Illustrations. 

ROUND THE WORLD ON A WHEEL. By John Foster Fraser. With 
ioo Illustrations. 


BATTLES OF ENGLISH HISTORY. By H. B, George, M.A., 
~ ^ " s Plans. 


of New College, Oxford. With numerous 3 
THE SIEGE OF MAFEKING. By Angus Hamilton. 


Fellow 


With many Illus- 


WITH THE BOER FORCES. By Howard C. Hillegas. With x6 Illus- 
trations. 

ENGLISH LYRICS. Selected and Edited by W. E. Henley. 

THE REAL CHINESE QUESTION. By Chester Holcombe. 

BRAND. A Drama by Henrik Ibsen. Translated by William Wilson 
A NEW RIDE TO KHIVA. By R. L, Jefferson. Illustrated. 

THE BOER STATES. By A. H. Keane, M.A. With Map. 
BARRACK-ROOM BALLADS. By Rudyard Kipling. 

THE SEVEN SEAS. By Rudyard Kipling. 

A ™°US^D MILES WITH THE C.I.V. By Captain Barclay Lloyd. 

With an Introduction by Colonel Mackinnon, and a Portrait and Map. 
LADYSMITH: The Diary of a Siege. By H. W. Nbvinson, With 
Illustrations and Maps. 

THE GOLDEN POMP. A Procession of English Lyrics from Surrey 
to Shirley. Arranged by Q (A. T, Q uiller-Couch). 

CHI K C AL f Tumtmted y °* a i '** nor ® e I e * By Sir G. S. Robertson, 

THE PEOPLE OF CHINA. By J. W. Robertson-Scott. With a Map. 
THE LIFE OF ADMIRAL LORD COLLINGWOOD. By W. Clark 
Russell. With Illustrations by F. Brangwvn. 

ENGLISH SEAMEN (Howard, Clifford, Hawldns, Drake, Cavendish). 
By Robert Southey. Edited, with an Introduction, by David Hannay / 

THE Co^P^w^VoW® 6 ^ L ° UIS STEVENSON. Edited by Sidnev 
VA1LIMA LETTERS. By Robert ILouxs Stevenson. 

THB LIGHTER SIDE OF CRICKET. By Captain Philip Trevor Dux 
B y Cornel Trotter. With Map and Illustrations! 
EFFICIENCY AND EMPIRE. By Arnold White. 
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GENERAL LITERATURE— continued 

Crown Quo. 

SOUTH AFRICA. By W. Bash, Worsfold, M.A. With a Map. 

THE RELIEF OF MAFEKING. By Fils on Young. With Maps and 
Illustrations. 

Demy 8uo . 

WITH THE MOUNTED INFANTRY AND MASHONALAND FIELD 
FORCE, 1896. By Lieut. -Colonel Alderson, With numerous Illustrations. 
THE DOWNFALL OF PREMPEH. A Diary of the Ashanti Campaign. By 
Major-General R. S. S. Baden Powell. Illustrated. 

THE MAT ABE LE CAMPAIGN, 1896. By Major-General R. S. S. Baden 
Powell. With nearly 100 Illustrations, Maps, etc. 

THE LIFE OF ROBERT LOUIS STEVENSON. By Graham Balfour. 
Two Volumes. 

THE CAROLINE ISLANDS. ByF.W. Christian. With Illustrations and Maps. 
THE HILL OF THE GRACES; or. The Great Stone Temple of Tripoli. 

By H. S. Cowper, F.S.A. \yith Maps, Plans, and 75 Illustrations. 

THREE YEARS IN SAVAGE AFRICA. By Lionel Decle. Illustrated. 
A HISTORY OF BRITISH COLONIAL POLICY. By H. E. Egerton. 
EXPLORATION AND HUNTING IN CENTRAL AFRICA. By Major 
A. St. H. Gibbons, F.R.G.S. With Illustrations and Maps. 

A SHORT HISTORY OF THE ROYAL NAVY. By David Hannay. 
THE INDIAN BORDERLAND. By Sir T. H. Holdich, K.C.I.E. Illustrated. 
MANCHURIA. By Alexander Hosie. With a Map and Illustrations. 
TWENTY YEARS IN THE NEAR EAST. By A. Hulme-Beaman. Illus- 
trated. 

THE STORY OF THE BRITISH ARMY. By Lieut. -Colonel Cooper King, 
of the Staff College, Camberley. Illustrated. 

THE POEMS AND SONGS OF ROBERT BURNS. Edited by Andrew 
Lang. With Portrait. Gilt top. 

CHITRAL: The Story of a Minor 5 iege. By Sir G. S. Robertson, K.C.S.I. 
Illustrated. 

THE HEART OF ASIA. By F. H. Skrine and E. D. Ross. With Maps and 
many Illustrations. 

NAVAL POLICY. With a Description of British and Foreign Navies. 

By G. W. Steevens. (This book contains an account of our Colonial defences ) 
CAMPAIGNING ON THE UPPER NILE AND NIGER. By Lieut. S. 
Vandeleur, D.S.O. With Introduction by Sir George Goldie, K.C.M.G. 
With Maps and Illustrations. 

THE LAST OP THE GREAT SCOUTS (BUFFALO BILL). By his Sister, 
Mrs. Cody Wktmore. 

THE EXPANSION OF EGYPT. By A. Silva White. With Maps. 
MODERN ABYSSYNIA. By A. B. Wylde. With Map and Portrait. 

Royal 8uo, 

THE HIGHEST ANDES. By E. A. FitzGerald. With 40 Illustrations 
and a Large Map. 

THROUGH ASIA. By Sven Hedin. With 250 Illustrations by the Author 
and from Photographs, and 8 Maps. In Two Volumes. 

NORTHWARD OVER THE * GREAT ICE.* By Robert E. Peary. With 
Maps, Diagrams, and about 800 Illustrations. In Two Volumes. 

THE LIFE AND LETTERS OF SIR JOHN EVERETT MILLAIS, 
President of the Royal Academy. By his Son, J. G. Millais. With 
nearly 300 Illustrations. In Two Volumes*. 

Crown 4to. 

THE HISTORY OF THE BOER WAR. By F. H. E. Cunliffe, Fellow 
of All Souls* College, Oxford. With many Illustrations, Plans, and Portraits. 
VoU I. 

BRITISH CENTRAL. AFRICA. By Sir H. H. Johnston, K.C.B. With 
nearly soo Illustrations and 6 Maps. 

FROM TONKIN TO INDIA. By Prince Henri of Orleans. Translated by 
Ham ley Bent, M.A. With over 100 Illustrations and a Map. 





